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BROOKS’  Appliance  is  a  new  scientific  discovery 
with  automatic  air  cushions  that  draws  tlie  broken 
‘parts  together,  and  binds  them  as  you  would  a 
broken  limb.  It  absolutely  holds  firmly  and  comfortably 
and  never  slips.  Always  light  and  cool,  and  conforms  to 
every  movement  of  the  body  without  chafing  or  hurting. 
We  make  it  to  your  measure,  and  send  it  to  you  on  a  strict 
guarantee  of  satisfaction  or  money  refunded,  and  we  have 
put  our  price  so  low  tliat  anybody,  rich  or  poor,  can  buy  it. 
Remember,  we  make  it  to  your  order — send  it  to  you  — 
you  wear  it — and  if  it  doesn’t  satisfy  you,  you  send  it 
back  to  us,  and  we  will  refund  your  money.  That  is  the 
way  we  do  business — always  absolutely  on  the  square — and 
we  haye  sold  to  thousands  of  people  this  way  for  the  past 
ten  years.  Remember,  we  use  no  salyes,  no  harness,  no 
lies,  no  fakes.  We  give  you  a  straight  business  deal  at  a 
reasonable  price.  Write  at  once  for  our  Illustrated  Booklet. 

BROOKS  APPLIANCE  CO.,  Ltd. 

(1514).  80,  Chancery  Lane,  LONDON,  W.C.  2. 
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CHAPTim  1. 

Buffalo  Billy  on  a  Detective  Trail* 

A  i^UR  of  eyes,  keen  and  glittering, 
looked  up  from  the  depth  of  a  bunch- 
grass  hollow  into  the  clear  Texan  sky, 
A  hawk  which  had  pitched  from  a  rocky 
pinnacle,  some  distance  away,  and  made 
a  vain  stroke  at  a  jack-rabbit,  was  now 
flying  slowly  towards  the  hollow,  having 
^^bandoned  pursuit  of  the  elusive  jack. 
On  this  hawk  the  glittering  eyes  were 
fixed. 

Out  from  the  folds  of  an  Indian 
blanket  cam©  a  bow.  An  arrow  was 
I  lastily  plucked  from  a  quiver  that  lay 
in  tlie  grass,  and,  fitted  to  the  bow- 
string, \  was  held  in  readiness  by  fingers 
that  did  not  quiver.  The  positioji  was 
slightly  shifted,  and  then,  had  an 
'  ’  observer  been  peering  down  from  tho 
adjacent  slopes,  he  might  have  seen 
that  the  blanketed  form  was  not  that 
of  an  Indian.  The  fingers  that  held 
the  bow  and  the  bowstring  were  thoso 
of  a  youth  wdiose  face  w^as  undeniably 
Avhite,  in  si:)ite  of  the  tan  which  the 
fervid  Texas  sun  and  the  rasping  Toxa-s 
wind  had  imparted. 

As  the  hawk  drew  nearer  the  yonth 
rolled  over  on  his  baick;  then  the  bow¬ 
string  twanged,  and  tho  hawk,  pierced 
by  the  arrow’,  fell  swriftly  to  the  earth. 
Casting  the  blanket  aside,  the  boy  ran 
to.  the  big  bird,  which  was  still  feebly 
)  fluttering,  wrung  its  neck,  and  began 
to  pull  the  largest  feathers  out  of  its 
wings  and  tail.  When  ho  had  possessed 
himself  of  a  number  of  the  feathers  ho 
secured  the  arrow’  and,  wrapping  him¬ 
self  ill  the  discarded  blanket,  hastened 
out  of  the  valley  into  a  neighbouring 
gorge. 

Out  from  one  of  hia  pockets  cam©  a 
sma  11  :  mirror  and  a  >  bos  of  •  jjigments , 
which  he  applied  to  his  face;  then.  h© 
wove  the  ha'^vk  feathers  into  his  abun¬ 


dant  hair.  Having  don©  this  Iio  drew 
tho  Indian  blanket  closo  about  his 
shouldci's  and  complacently  surveyed 
himself  in  the  glass.  Ho  was  so  pleased 
with  the  great. change  that  he  chuckled 
in  glee.  Risiug,  ho  took  the  mirror 
from  the  rock  and  stowed  it  away  again, 
with  the  pigments. 

Night  was  at  hand.  Already  the 
shadows  were  creeping  from  the  hills 
out  into  the  valleys,  and  Buffalo  Billy — 
as  Cody,  the  famous  scout,  was  called 
in  his  youth,  for  ho  it  was — knew  how 
short  is  tlio  Texas  twilight. 

\Vii,ih  much  care  he  a^soended  to  the 
top  of  one  of  the  highest  peaks  in  the 
vicinity  and  looked  out  across  a  rougli 
and  hilly  country.  To  the  southward 
flowed  the  Bio^  (irandc,  and  beyond  it 
were  tho  plains  and  mountains  of 
Mexico.  But  not  towards  these  did  the 
young  Bcout-detective  turn  his  gaze.  It 
settled  on  a  thin,  blue  column'  of  smoke 
that  came  from  a  narrow  defile  not  a 
mile  from  his  point  of  observation. 

‘‘There  yet!’*  ho  muttered. 

By  a  roundabout  way  h©  descended,’ 
and  at  onco  set  off  afoot  for  the  camp, 
wdiose  smoke  he  had  seen  arising  from 
the  defile.  Darkness  lay  heavily  all 
about  before  he  gained  the'  place.  .  The 
camp-fire  had  been  kicked  asunder,  as 
if  through  a  fear  that  its  light  might 
bring  foes,  and  the  sounds  and  move¬ 
ments  seemed  to  indicate  that  cnm]> 
was  about  to  be  broken.  Feathered’ 
headdresses  w’ero  to  be  seen  nodding, 
liero  and  thero  by  the  light  that  still 
came  from  the  embers,  and  Indian-like 
forms  flitted  about.  But  these  vrer» 
not  Indians,  as  Billy  well  knew,  even 
before  he  heard  them  talking  in  unmis¬ 
takable  English.  'He  had  sighted  them’ 
some  hours- before— had  seen  that^hey 
were  white  men  disguised  as  Indians ; 
-and  ,  Ipow’iug  that  they  were  up  t/<^  some 
mischief,  he  had  disguised  himRelf  as  an 
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Indian  and  was  now  in  their  camp  to 
learn  what  they  contemplated. 

This  daring  act  was  fraught  with  the 
gravest  peril  to  our  hero,  as  he  knew 
lull  well.  These  men  probably  were 
outlaws,  who  would  not  hesitate  to 
shoot  anv  spy  caught  sneaking  in  or 
around  their  camp.  But  all  the  same 
Buffalo  Billy  crept  into  the  shadow  of  a 
rock  and  there  waited  and  listened.  It 
was  not  a  large  party — only  six  or  eight 
men,  all  in  Indian  guise. 

“If  Brace  Benson’s  at  home,  he’ll 
very  likely  make  a  fight !”  he  heard  one 
of  the  villains  declare. 

‘'Correct  you  air.  Benson’s  said  to 
be  a  fighter.” 

The  young  scout’s  heart  gave  a  great 
thump.  He  did  not  know  Brace  Ben¬ 
son  personally,  but  loiew  of  him — knew 
where  he  lived,  and  that  he  was  said  to 
be  a  cattleman  and  a  newcomer  in  that 
section.  There  could  be  no  doubt, 
apparently,  that  Benson’s  house  was  to 
be  attacked  and  raided  by  these  outlaws 
in  the  guise  of  Indians. 

The  men  drew  further  away,  still 
talking,  at  which  Billy  rose  from  his 
position  behind  the  rock  that  he  might 
get  nearer  and  hear  the  remainder  of 
what  was  being  said.  Almost  instantly 
he  was  seen.  A  man  turned  towards  him 
from  a  point  near  the  fire,  and  Billy 
thought  he  had  been  recognised.  But 
the  man’s  question  reassui'ed  him : 

“About  ready,  Jack?” 

“Be  ready  in  ’nuther  minute  ! ”  Billy 
mumbled,  shambling  off,  feeling  every 
moment  that  his  walk  would  betray  him 
if  his  voice  did  not. 

The  questioner  turned  in  another 
direction,  apparently  satisfied,  and  the 
boy  scout-detectivc  sank  down  in  the 
shadows,  where  he  remained  unseen  arid 
unsuspected,  and  a  few  minutes  later 
the  painted  and  feathered  white  men 
rode  out  of  the  defile. 

Buffalo  Billy  listened  to  the  soft  beat 
of  the  hoofs  of  the  unshod  ponies  on  the 
grass  as  the  horsemen  rode  away,  then 
he  ran  as  rapidly  as  he  could,  taking  a 
c^ouise  at  right  angles.  Finally  he 
reached  an^  enclosed,  rocky  space, 
through  which  a  stream  once  had 
flowed,  and  pushing  aside  some  bushes 
at  the  upper  end  of  the  enclosure  a 
cavity  was  disclosed  into  which  he 


crawled.  The  bushes  swung  into  place 
behind  him,  cDinpIctcly  concealing  the 
opening.  Straight  aliead  went  tiie 
young  scout,  turning  to  the  right  and 
then  to  the  left.  Then  he  stopped, 
struck  a  match,  and  ignited  the  w'ick  of 
a  lamp  that  hung  from  the  side  of  the 
wall. 

The  lamp-light  revealed  the  interior, 
showing  the  place  to  be  a  cavern  htted 
up  rudely  as  a  place  of  abode.  There 
was  a  bed  of  skins  in  the  corner,  a  rough 
table  and  some  chairs,  a  sort  of  fire¬ 
place,  and  a  number  of  pegs  ranged 
along  tho  v/alls.  In  addition,  at  one 
bide,  wore  a  number  of  .shelves  made 
from  boxes. 

But  Buffalo  BiUy  did  not  stop  in  the 
cavern.  He  hurried  through  another 
opening  and  came  out  iu  a  grassy,  en¬ 
closed  space,  where  his  horse  was 
picketed  and  gi*azing.  Without  re¬ 
moving  his  Indian  disguise  he  saddled 
and  bridled  the  horse,  and  was  soon 
after  out  on  the  prairie,  riding  at  a 
rapid  gait  in  the  direction  of  Brace 
Benson’s.  For  more  than  an  hour  he 
rode  hard  and  confidently;  then  he^ 
hesitatingly  drew  rein. 

“I’ve  gone  astray  1”  ho  gasped. 

Ho  stared  at  the  rocks  about  him. 
The  ground  was  unfamiliar. 

“I  believe  I’m  too  far  south,”  he 
muttered.  “Yes,  I  must  be.” 

With  this  he  turned  towards  the 
north-west  and  rode  on  again,  but  only 
to  draw  rein  once  more  when  less  than 
a  mile  had  been  gone  over.  He  was 
puzzled,  and  the  more  he  tried  to  set 
himself  right  the  more  bewildered  he 
grew.  Then  ho  heard  hoof-beats.  A 
body  of  men  was  approaching.  There 
was  a  considerable  patch  of  me^quite  at 
hand,  into  which  the  young  scout-deteo 
tive  crowded  his  horse,  and  then  sat 
bolt  upright,  listening.  Ho  was  soon 
convinced  that  the  horsemen  were 
coming  straight  towards  him.  They 
were  not  far  away,  but,  because  of  the 
mesquite  and  the  darkness,  ho  could  not 
see  them. 

Bending  forward  in  the  saddle, 
Buffalo  Billy  touched  his  horse  on  the 
nose,  rubbing  his  hand  up  and  down  in 
a  soothing  way  to  keep'  the- bCast  quiet*. 
He  feared  it  might  neigh  and  betray 
him.  Then  the  voices  of  the  men  camo 
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t<3  him,  and  he  recognised  them  as  those 
of  the  disguised  outlaws  who  were 
liurrjing  to  Benson's.  Ho  bent  lower 
in  the  saddle  and  remained  as  motion¬ 
less  as  the  bushes. 

The  bandits  came  trotting  by^  some 
of  them  almost  within  reaching  dis¬ 
tance;  and  Billy,  growing  bolder,  drew 
his  horse  in  at  their  heels  and  joined 
them  without  attracting  attention.  For 
almost  another  hour  be  rode  on  in  that 
manner,  his  Indian  ])lanket  a  complete 
protection  from  recognition.  Then 
Benson’s  w’as  reached*  The  honso  stood 
at  the  edge  of  a  bunch  of  mesquite 
trees,  and  looked  lonely  and  deserted. 
But  the  outlaw's  were  not  wdlling  to 
approach  it.  They  seemed  to  think  it 
was  filled  with  defenders,  wdio  were 
likely  to  be  wide  awake.  So  they 
liegan  to  ride  in  a  circle  about  it, 
Indian  fashion,  to  lire  rides  at  it,  and 
to  yell  frightfully.  Still  the  house  re¬ 
mained  silent.  They  drew  together  for 
a  consultation,  and  Billy  crow'ded  close 
in  with  them  to  hear  what  was  said. 

''Brace  Benson  may  be  at  home. 
He’s  a  sly  dog,  you  know',  but  w*c  must 
■^rout  him  out.” 

Thus  spoke  the  leader,  wlio  thereupon 
gave  orders  that  burning  arrow's  should 
be  shot  at  the  roof*  The  young  scout 
drew  back  as  the  arrow's  began  to 
for  the  light  they  cast  ho  feared  migfit 
reveal  him.  Three  arrows  stuck  in  the 
'  dry  roof,  which  quickly  began  to  burn. 
Another  arrow  struck  the  bouse  at  the 
side  of  a  window',  and  Buffalo  Billy,  who 
was  looking  at  the  house  at  the 
moment,  w'as  sure  he  saw  tlie  terrified 
face  of' a  girl.  The  arrow-  did  not  stick, 
but  dropped  to  the  ground,  and  the 
face  was  not  seen  again.  Other  burn¬ 
ing  arrow's  had  found  lodgment,  and 
soon  the  w'holo  roof  %vas  a  mass  of  flame* 
Still  no  one  came  out  of  the  house* 

Buffalo  Billy  could  endure  it  no 
longer.  The  outlaw's  ^  w'ere  again 
<areling  and  yelling.  Taking  advan¬ 
tage  of  this,  the  boy  spy  boldly  rode  to- 
wards  the  house,  pullijig  the  blanket 
close  about  his  face.  But  he  did  nob 
reach  the  window'.  He  heard  a  harsh 
voice  at  his  elbow* ;  then  felt  himself 
jerked  rudely  backward  out  of  the 
''saddle.  He  struck  the  ground  heavily, 
and  before  he  could  quite  get  into  his 
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head  what  had  happened  to  him  two  of 
the  painted  outlaw's  were  standing 
above  him . 

‘“Who  are  you?  Played  it  pretty 
fine,  eh.^” 

Further  effort  at  concealment  w’as 
Tiscless.  Billy  sat  up  and  looked  his 
captors  in  the  face. 

“There  is  a  girl  in  the  house.  Get 
her  out.  That’s  what  I  meant  to  do!*’ 
he  said* 

Other  outlaws  liad  ridden  up. 

“Kick  in  the  door  !  ”  the  leader  called. 

We’ll  find  out  if  w’hat  he  says  is  true. 
Tic  hhn  there,  some  of  you.” 

All  the  while  Buffalo  Billy  koot  Ins 
eyes  on  the  door  through  which  the 
men  had  gone. 

“No  girl  ill  . here!”  was  called  out. 
‘'That  w*as  a.  blamed  lie!” 

The  leader  leaped  down  and  ran  into 
f  ho  house.  The  fire  w'as  spreading  and 
liast-o  W'as  necessary.  He  c^ame  out. 
accompanied  by  some  men,  who  dragged 
with  them  a,  box.  They  wrenched  it 
open,  and  Billy  saw'  that  itjiekl  a  great 
quantity  of  silver  coin.  ' 

“Now',  tell  mo  wdio  you  are!”  tlie 
leader  asked,  advancing  tow'ards  him 
fiercely. 

He  did  not  understand  how  the  lad 
had  managed  to  join  his  party,  and  he 
had  not  yet  heard  of  Bill  Cody. 

“Call  me  Buffalo  Billy,  if  you  likew  " 

“Wliere  did  you  come  from?*’  ^ 

“You  W'ere  riding  along  and  I  joined 
you.  That’s  all.  You  W'cre  playing 
Indian,  and  so  was  I.  I  thought  maybe 
w'O  might  be  friends.” 

The  man  looked  him  closely  in  the 
face  by  the  light  of  the  burning  house. 

“Ytou’re  a  keen  one,  and  I  guess 
you’re  lying.” 

“It  might  be  of  benefit  to  both  of  us 
if  you’d  let  me  .join  you.” 

“I’ll  let  you  join  the  boys  that  liavo 
gone  over  the  divide!  You’ll  bo  safer 
there  and  liappier!” 

There  w'as  a  wolfish  gleam  in  ibe  out¬ 
law’s  eyes  which  told  Billy  that  he 
could  expect  no  mercy* 

The  leader  then  turned  away  and 
began  to  ^ive  orders  for  the  distribution 
of  the  coin,  and  sent  others  into  the 
house  to  renew  the  search.  But  no 
other  treasure  boxes  could  be  found. 
It  seemed  possible  the  searching  had 
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^een  delayed  too  loug,  for  the  heat  was 
how  intense  and  there  was  danger  that 
the  roof  might  fall  in. 

When  convinced  that  nothing  but 
veril  could  come  of  further  delay  the 
leader  gave  an  order  and  the  entire 
party  moved  away  towards  the  north¬ 
west,  carrying  Buffalo  BDly  with  them. 
He  was  ti^  to  his  o^vn  horse,  which  was 
attached  to  that  of  the  outlaw  chief, 
and  his  hands  were  bound  behind  his 
^back.  He  knew  from  the  talk  that  they 
feared  him  because  of  the  ’  knowledge 
ho  had  obtained,  and  that  they  im 
tended  to  shoot  or  hang  him,  and  so 
put  him  beyond  tlie  power  of  harming 
them. 

The  night  continued  dark,  and  the 
captive  spy  begau  to  plan  a  way  of 
escape.  Softly  he  began  to  puli  and 
tug  at  the  cords  that  held  his  hands, 
and  finally  had  the,  satisfaction  of  feel¬ 
ing  them  give  under  the  strain.  The 
knots  slipped  a  little,  and  he  succeeded, 
after  much  painful  effort,  in  drawing 
the  cord  off  his  wrists.  He  kept  his 
hands  behind  his  back,  however,  that 
the  attention  of  bis  captors  might  not 
be  drawn  to  them.  When  sure  he  was 
still  unsuspected  Billy  reached  into  an 
inner  pocket  and  got  out  a  small  knife. 
With  this  he  cut  the  rope-  that  held  him 
to  the  horse;  then  he  agam  sat  erect, 
with  his  hands  behind  him,  biding  his 
time. 

Presently^  while  brushing  through  a 
clump  of  mesquite*,  the  young  scout 
found  opportunity  to  slide  softly  to  the 
ground,  where  ho  lay  until  the  horse¬ 
men  had  passed  on;  then  he  leaped  up 
and  stood  listening.  Scarcely  were  the 
men  clear  of  the  mesquite  when  Billy’s 
escape  was  discovered.  A  loud  outcry 
resulted,  and  the  lad  acted  promptly. 
He  put  his  fingers  to  his  lips  and  blew  a 
shrill  blast.  A  neiph  and  th.e  sound  of 
hoofs  instantly  followed.  Billy’s  well- 
trained  horse,  hearing  the  call,  had 
broken  from  the  leader  and  now  raced 
back  to  him,  and  a  moment  later  the 
daring  young  scout  ^yas  on  its  back  and 
flying  from  danger. 

The  cries  grew  louder  and  revolvers 
began  to  ci’ack  as  the  outlaws  took  in 
the  situation.  A  lively  chase  resulted, 
but  Buffalo  Bihy’shorse  was  fleet-footed, 
and  was  scon  able  to  distance  pursuit. 


CHAPTER  2. 

Scenting  a  Mystery.— Arrested. 

Bt^rrALo  BinLY  was  back  in  the 
cavern.  From  one  of  the  shelves  he 
took  a  coat,  restoring  to  the  shelf  the 
blanket  he  had  worn.  Then  he  removed 
the  feathers  from  his  hair  and  the  paint 
from  his  hands,  setting  up  the  mirror 
in  front  of  him  to  make  sure  the  work 
was  properly  done.  Having  got  rid  of 
his  Indian  disguise,  ho  brought  out  his 
horse,  mounted,  and  again  rode  in  the 
direction  of  Brace  Benson^s.  The  time 
was  broad  day. 

T'or  three  hours  he  rode  hard,  then 
drew  in  on  the  bridle  at  the  top  of  a 
high  knoll  and  stared  across  the  inter¬ 
vening  valley.  All  that  remained  of 
Benson’s  house  was  a  heap  of  smoking 
and  glowing  embers.  What  he  stared 
at,  though,  was  a  young  woman,  who 
was  poking  with  a  long  pole  into  the 
embers  and  frenziedly  sweeping  the 
ashes  aside  with  a  shovel,  as  if  she 
sought  something, 

Her  movements  gave  Buffalo  Billy  a 
queer  thrill  that  bad  in  it  a  touch  of 
horror.  The  thought  flashed  across  him 
that  she  was  searching  for  the  burned 
remains  of  her  uncle,  for  he  suspected 
she  was  Brace  Benson’s  niece.  Ho  was 
sure  she  was  the  girl  he  had  seen  at  the 
window.  He  approached  the  house  by 
a  roundabout  way,  tied  his  horse  to  a 
small  tree,  and  then,  on  foot,  went  for¬ 
ward,  concealing  himself  from  the  girl’s 
observation  by  keeping  a  fringe  of  mes¬ 
quite  bushes  between  himself  and  her. 
The  fringe  of  mesquite  came  close  up  to 
the  house. 

The  young  scout-detective  was  about 
to  step  out  and  reveal  himself  when  ho 
saw  that  which  caused  him  to  catch  his 
broatla  and  reniam  silent.  She  had 
cleared  away  a  small  area  at  one  corner 
with  the  shovel,  and  had  been  digging 
in  the  ground  at  that  point.  Now  he 
saw  her  stoop  and  drag  out  of  the 
ground  a  box  so  heavy  that  her  strength 
was  hardly  equal  to  the  task.  bhe 
tugged  and  strained  at  the  load,  rest¬ 
ing  now  and  then.  Presently,  having 
drawn  the  box  out  of  its  pit,  she  lifted 
the  lid,  as  if  to  inspect  its  contents  and 
make  sure  they  were  uninjured  by  the 
fire. 


SCENTING  A  MYSTERT. 


These  contents  wefe  x^lainly  visible  to 
the  staring  eyes  of  Buffalo  Billy.  The 
box;  contained  a  great  quantity  of  gold 
and  silver  coin.  The  girl  heard  his  in¬ 
voluntary  movement,  and,  closing  the 
lid  of  the  box  with  a  snap,  stared  into 
the  mesquite.  At  this  the  lad  showed 
himself,  lifting  his  hat  with  a  low  bow 
as  he  approached  the  fire.  . 

‘‘I  hope  I  am  not  intruding,”  he 
apologised.  “I  saw  the  ^  fire,  and 
thought  I  might  be  of  service.  Can  I 
help  you  in  any  way?  Is  Mr.- — 

-  He  hesitated,  remembering  he  had 
fancied  she  might  be  poking  in  the  ashes 
for  Brace  Benson’s  remains.  His  keen 
eyes  noted  the  shiver  that  shook  her. 

‘‘My  uncle  is  gone,”  she  said.  “He 
was  forced  to  leave  me  alone  yesterday. 
A  band  of  Indians  came  last  night  and 
set  the  house  afire.” 

“  And  you  ?” 

“Uncle  had  prepared  for  something 
of  the  kind.  There  is  a  well-like  open¬ 
ing;  in  the  house,  or  was,  and  a  tunnel 
leads  from  it  out  yonder.  When  they 
‘surrounded  the  house  and  began  to  yell 
I  ran  into  that  tunnel,  jms-t  as  Mr. 
Benson — my  uncle — had  told  me  to  do. 
But,  oh !  it  was  dreadful !  It  was 
terrible!  I  thought  I  should  die  in 
there.  And  it  was  almost  like  death'. 
They  set  the  house  afire,  and  the  smoke 
and  the  heat  came  to  the  tunnel  in  a 
way  that  almost  suffocated  me.  I  could 
hardly  breathe!  If  the  tunnel  had  not 
been  a  long  one— it  reaches  away  out 
there — 'with,  a  circular  place  at  the  end, 
y  I  am  sure  I  should  have  died.  Then 
they  went  awaj’,  and  I  pushed  aside  the 
beard,  which  you  may  see  out  there  in 
the  grass,  and  locked  around.  I  did  not 
dO'  this,  however,  until  I  was  sure  they 
were  gone.” 

“  Do  you  mind  my  looking  at  the 
place  ?  ”  questioned  Billy,  glancing 
towards  the  indicated  board. 

“Not  at  all,’’  she  said,  and  set  out 
to  accompany  him. 

The  board  had  been  set  in  the  ground! 
like  the  cover  of  a  coal-hole  or  well,  with 
eartli  strewn  above  it,  so  that  it  had 
not  been  visible. 

A  feeling  of  mystery  was  growing  on 
the  young  scout.  Was  this  hole,  with 
the  tunnel  leading  to  it  from  the  house, 
the  provision  of  a  vrise  man  guarding 


against  the  perils  of  the  future,  or  was 
it  suggestive  of  the^  deceit  of  crime . 
Had  it  any  coni^ection  with  the  goid 
and  silver  coin  in  that  box?  What  was 
the  meaning  of  that  gold  and  silver  com 
anyway  ?  Was  it  counterfeit  or 
genuine  ?  He  felt  sure^  that  Lizzie 
Benson,  the  handsome  niece  of  Brace 
Benson,  "was  aa  honest  a  young  woman 
as  there  was  in  the  State. 

“You  wouldn’t  mind  if  I  dropped 
down  into  that  hole  and  took  a  look  at 
it?”  he  asked  somewhat  timidly. 

“Not  at  all!”  she  assured  him. 

But  Billy  discovered  nothing  of  im¬ 
portance  when  he  had  dropped  into  the 
hole.  There  .were  some  blankets  in  it, 
and  signs  of  occupancy,  but  that  waa 
all.  He  climbed  out  and  walked  with 
the  girl  back  to  the  fire.  She  expressed 
fears  as  to  the  safety  of  her  uncle,  ifnd 
asked  if  he  would  not  ride  in  search  of 
him. 

“And  you  say  he  is  where?” 

“He  usaid  he  was  going  to  John 
Tanner’s,  ten  miles  down  the  river.  ” 

Buffalo  Billy  knew  the  location  of 
Tanner’s  Banch,  and  he  knew  well,  too, 
that  John  Tanner  was  suspected  of 
various  shady  transactions. 

“I’ll  be  glad  to  ride  down  there  for 
ycu.  But  won’t  you  be  afraid  to  stay 
here  alone?”  he  ausked. 

“Not  at  all,”  she  asserted. 

“But  those  men — ^tliose  Indians  may 
come  back.  ” 

“If  thev  do  I’ll  run  into  the  tunnel. 
But  tliev^ll  not  come  back,  Tor  thev 
think  there’s  nothing  to  come  hack 
for.  ”  . 

Buffalo  Billy’  thought  he  saw  her 
glance  anxiously  towards  the  box.  He 
would  have  been  pleased  to  remain 
longer, ^  hut  he  brought  up  his  horse, 
and,  bidding  her  good-bye,  rode  down 
the  river  towards  Tanner’s  Banch. 

*  *  *  -y-  * 

“’By  the  great  stone  nose  of  my — ■ — 

Buffalo  Billy,  clattering  along  over 
the  short  mesquite  grass,  drew  so'  hard 
on  the  reii\  that  he  faiidy  threw  his 
horse  on  its  haunches.  Around  him, 
crowding  forward  out  of  hushes,  rode 
a  dozen  soldiers,  hemming  him  in. 

“Surrender!”  called  out  a  harsh 
voice,  a.nd  the  officer  in  charge  came 
towards  him  swinging  a  sword. 
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THE  TEXAS 

You  are  making  a  mighty  big  mi?- 
I  take,  ’■  tlie  lad  grumbled,  letting  the 
drop  on  his  liorse^s  neok  and 
offering  no  resistance.  “I’m  not  whali 
you  think  me.  I’m  only  an  honest 

chap,  on  my  way  to  a  ranch  down  tho 
river. 

“You  can  tell  that  to  the  captain,  if 
you  want  to.  I  don’t  believe  it.  You’re 
one  of  Colino’s  scoundrels.  They’ve 
been  raiding  through  liere,  and  burned 
a  ranch  houso  last  night/' 

“I’ve  just  come  from  that  ranch 
house,”  Billy  stated.  ”It  was  Brace 
Benson’s  houso,  and  1  was  riding  to 
I'a liner’s  Banch  at  the  request  of  Ben¬ 
son’s  niece.” 

He  had  Listened  closely  to  the  voice 
of  the  officer  with  tlie  sword,  whom  lio 
r.oon  afterwards  Jieard  addressed  as 
lieutenant  Crosscut,  with  the  un¬ 
pleasant  feeling  growing  on  him  that 
he  had  heard  that  voice  in  the  camp 
of  the  disguised  white  men  when  they 
were  setting  out  to  destroy  Benson’s 
house. 

Buffalo  Billy  related  just  what  he  had 
seen,  and  the  soldiers  gave  earnest  lieed 
TO  his  story,  wliloli  he  made  as  full  as 
possible,  acquainting  them  with  all  the 
facts  that  liad  come  into  his  possession. 

“You  can  tell  that  to  the  captain,” 
liieutenant  Crosscut  again  sneered  when 
the  young  sc^out-detective  concluded. 

“  You’re  not  going  to  hold  me  ?”  Billy 
gasped. 

“Wo  didn’t  capture  you  just  for  fun. 
(Jf  course  we  will  liold  you.” 

“  But  Brace  Benson !  And  the  girl 
up  there  at  the  burned  hoiLse!” 

“She’ll  be  looked  after,”  said  Cross¬ 
cut.  “And  now,  what  can  you  tell  us 
about  Juan  Colino?” 

Buffalo  Billy  was  not  able  to  tell  them 
anything  especiallj"  interesting  con¬ 
cerning  Juan  Colino  more  than  they 
knew.  All  were  acquainted  with  the 
same  facts:  Juan  Colino  was  known  far 
and  near  on  the  Bio  Grande  as  Colino 
the  Firebrand.  He  had  at  his  heels  a 
band  of  rough-riders,  who  were  cut¬ 
throats  and  thieves,  and  lie  had  made 
himself  so  detested  and  notorious  that 
he  was  iiunted  by  American  and 
.Mexican  soldiers  alite,,  and  chased  to 
and  fro,  from  one  side  of  the  border  to 
the  other,  as  if  he  and  his  men  were 


fieebrakds. 

coyotes,  to  be  run  down  and  desti’oyed 
without  mercy. 

“J’m  210  more  one  of  Juan  Colino’a 
men  than  you  are,”  Billy  asserted. 

'  ‘‘Of  course,  we  wouldn’t  expect  you 
to  confess  it.  We  have  been  after 
Colino’s  men,  and  we  have  pretty  good 
reason  to  believe  that  you  are  one  of 
them.  So  you’ll  go  along  witli  us, 
without  any  nonsense,  or  we’ll  clap  you 
in  irons.”  . 

“How  long  shall  I  be  detained?” 
Billy  questioned,  striving  to  control  his 
rage.  “  Benson  must  be  notified  at 
Tanner’s  Banch  of  wliat’s  happened.” 

”Moye  along  there,  will  you?”  Cross¬ 
cut  commanded.  “We’ll  attend  to  that 
matter.  I’m  sure  you’re  lying,  but 
v/o’ll  look  into  it.” 

The  blood  of  Buffalo  Billy  began 
fairly  to  boil.  But  he  saw  liow^  foolish 
it  would  be  to  attemx>t  any  resistance, 
or  to  liurl  a  cdunter  taunt  at  the  sneer¬ 
ing  lieutenant,  and  so  ho  suffered  liim- 
self  to  be  borne  along  in  company  of 
the  soldiers  without  further  protest. 

Tho  distance  to  bo  travelled  was 
farther  than  the  young  scout  autiei- 
pated.  Arriving  at  the  military  liead- 
quarters,  Billy  was  conducted  before 
C^iptain  iLarchmont,  tho  commander, 
who  was  seated  in  a  big  tent  jjitched 
near  the  centre  of  the  camp,  and  there 
Crosscut  made  his  accusations.  The 
lad  denied  them  earnestly,  and 
appealed  to  Marchmont  to  be  released. 

j\rarchmont  was  a  different  sort  of 
man  from  Crosscut,  but  he  was  inclined 
to  believe  Crosscut’s  story  and  to  dis¬ 
believe  Billy’s.  The  captain  liad 
brought  his  men  into  that  particular 
locality  because  ho  had  information 
tending  to  make  him  think  the  head¬ 
quarters  of  Colino  the  Fii'e-brand  was 
somewhere  in  the  surrounding  hills. 

“I’m  sorry  we  can’t  let  you  go,”  he 
said  wffien  ho  had  patiently"  heard  Billy 
and  the  lieutenant  through.  “You 
hardly  look  like  one  of  Colino’s  men. 
tliough  same  of  them  are  said  to  he 
beardless  boys.  Still,  I’ll  have  to  hold 
you  until  the  thing  can  bo  further  in¬ 
vestigated.” 

Buffalo  Billy  began  to  protest,  but  it 
availed  him  nothing,  and  lie  was  led 
away  to  a  guard  tent,  where  he  was 
confined. 
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lUO  GRANDE  ROB. 


CHAPTER  3. 

Rio  Qrande  Rob.  — •  A  Startling  Dis¬ 
covery. — Colino  the  Firebrand. 

BrFFALO  Billy  passed  a  sleepless 
night,  feeling  anxious  as  to  what  would 
be  the  out-come  of  his  arrest.  There 
was  a  way,  he  knew,  by  wdiicli  he  might 
establish  his  innocence,  but  for  certain 
reasons  he  did  not  wdsh  to  resort  to  it. 
Finally,  he  lay  down  on  the  ground. 
He  was  tired,  but  he  did  not  desire  to 
sleep.  The  measured  steps  of  the 
guard,  w'alking  up  and  dowm  in  front  of 
the  tent,  were  not  by  any  means  re¬ 
assuring  or  soothing. 

The  young  captive  had  not  lain  there 
long  when  his  quick  ear  'detected  ii 
singular  sound.  The  noise  did  not  draw 
the  attention  of  the  guarcl.  Within 
and  without  the  tent  darkness  reigned. 
Though  he  could  see  nothing,  he  was 
satisfied  tliat  a  human  form  had  slipped 
through  the  tent  and  was  crouching  not 
a  yard  from  him.  Then  came  the  whis¬ 
pered  words : 

‘•'You  here,  Buffalo  Billv.^’: 

The  voice  was  familiar.  It  w^as  that 
of  Billy’s  pard,  Rio  Grande  Rob — or 
Bob  Roundtree. 

“What  are  you  doing  here,  Bob?” 
Billy  whispered  back. 

“Come  for  you.” 

“Wdiat  if  I  don’t  want  to  go?” 

“You’re  goin’  to  come  with  me. 
We’ll  argify  about  it  after  you  git  out 
o’  hyar.  Now,  let’s  slide!” 

Buffalo  Billy  had  had  many  chances 
to  test  the  wisdom  of  Rio  Grande  Rob, 
and,  though  he  was  loth  to  run  from 
those  enemies — for  such  an  act  would 
apparently  brand  him  wdth  guilt — he 
permitted  Roundtree  to  lead  him 
through  the  slit  in  the  canvas  , of  the 
tent.  Once  outside  they  flattened 
themselves  on 'the  ground  and  slipped 
away  through  the  darkness  like  lizards, 
finding  little  difficulty  in  evading  the 
sentries. 

“Now  you  wdll  explain,  please,”  said 
Billy  when  they  were  beyond  earshot  of 
the  camp  and  reasonably  safe.  “How 
did  you  know  where  I  was?” 

“  i  wasn’t  a  thousand  yards  away 
from  you  -when  ^  you  w^ere  captured. 
,You  and  the  soldiers  rode  right  by  me, 
and  I  heard  you  and  that  Lieutenant- 


Crosscut  talkinh  I  know’d  somethin’ 
was-  crooked,  and  I  follered  you  up  as 
fast  as  T  knew  how,  not  knowin’  jest 
what  I  could  do,  but  bound  to  be' ready 
to  help  you  if  the  chance  came  I  Then 
you  v/as  put  in  that  tent.  X  seen  you 
go  in  there,  and  I  seen  Crosscut,  as  they 
calls  him,  go  into  his  tent;  and  to-night 
I  sneaked  up  and  puts  ray  head  under 
Crosscut’s  tent.  H.e  and  another  feller 
•soon  began  to  talk  about  you,  and 
Crosscut  says:  ‘We’ve  got  that  there 
young  chap  dead  to  rights,  and  he  don’t 
never  git  out  o’  this  place  alive!’  And 
the  way  he  gritted  his  teeth  an’  looked 
black  in  the  face  convinced  me  that  ho 
meant  it.  And  so  I  says  to  myself  : 
‘  That  there  young  pard  o’  mine  ain’t 
agoin’  fer  to  stay  in  that  there  tent 
any  longer  than  I  kin  help  liiin,  he 
hain’t!’  And  so  I  done  it,  and  hyar  we 
aire !  ” 

“And  they’ll  think  I’m  one  of 
Colino’s  men  now,  sure,”  Billy  objected. 

“Let  ’em  think!  So  long  as  you’re 
nqt  one  of  Colino’s  men  and  you  keep 
out  of  their  clutches  their  ideas  hain’t 
agoin’  to  hurt  you.” 

The  young  scout-detective  v/as  not 
sure  that  Roundtree  had  acted  wisely 
in  releasing  him  from  the  tent,  yet  he 
was  not  inclined  to  grumble.  He  and 
Bob  Roundtree  were  on  the  Rio 
Grande  border  at  that  time  looking  for 
certain  criminals,  .and  posing  as  cattle¬ 
men  and  prospective  purchasers,  thus 
giving  them  an  excuse  for  visiting 
various  ranches.  It  was  pretty  certain 
that  a  great  amount  of  spurious  coin 
was  being  manufactured  in  that  section. 
Some  thought  it  the  work  of  Colino’s 
men,  wdiile  others  believed  that  some 
unsuspected  ranchman  W'as  the  guilty 
party.  It  W’as  the  business  of  Buffalo 
Billy  and  Bob  Roundtree  to  learn  the 
truth  and  to  bring  the  criminal  or 
criminals  to  speedy  justice.  Billy  had 
been  especially  commissioned  and  sent 
there  as  a  member  of  the  Secret  Service 
fqree,  and  Bob  Roundtree  was  his  faith¬ 
ful  assistant.. 

The  lad  now  followed  Roundtree,  who 
struck  out  into  the  prairie  straight 
away  from  the  camp,*  and  they  soon 
found  Billy’s  'horse,  wdiicli  Rob  had 
picketed  there  in  readiness  for  an 
escape.^ 


^BErTEXAS  FIREBRANDS!. 


Bijly  stopped  and  discovered  that  the 
^hrse  had  been  raxiffled  on 
sacks  that  Roundtree  had  taken  from 
the  camp. 

‘‘  T\  e '  11  take  -turns  at  'riding,  ’ ’ ,  said 
.tlic  young  scout, .  s\vuhging  into  the 
saddle.  /‘’Como  along/  You^ro  longer- 
legged  and  the  best  walker.  going 
to  Brace  Behson^s.  I  want  to  see  what^s 
become,  of  that  girl.  . 

Then,  as  they  passed  on  out  from  the 
valley  seeking  to  .  hide  r  their  trail, 
Buffalo  Billy  acquainted  Bob  Roundtree 
with  the  many  things  that  had  hap- 

they  had  last  met.  Too 
story  of'  the  box  of  coin  greatly  in- 
/erested\Rpundtree.  . 

“I’ll  bet  it  was  counterfeit!”  ho 
ejaculated.  /Perhaps  Brace  Benson  is 
the  very  king  bee  we’re  after  I  And 
that  girl — 

“I’m  sure  she’s  not  guilty,”  his 
young  pard  interposed.  • 

“Mebbe  not!”  Roundtree  admitted, 
r  ^  But  when,  after  the  coming  of  day¬ 
light,  they  reached  the  sit^  of  Brace 
Benson’s  home  it  began  to  seem  that 
Roundtree’s  suspicions  might  be  correct 
after  all,  and  the  girl  not  so  innocent  as 
Billy  liad  fancied.  Lizzie  Benson,  and 
the  box. with  the  coin,  were  both  gone. 

Buffalo  Billy  was  undeniably  imzzled, 
and  he  began  an  immediate,  examina¬ 
tion  of  the  ashes  and  cinders,  ,  as  well  as 
a  survey  of  the  surroundings,  in  ysn 
effort  to  goteat  the  factwS.  It  was  likely, 
he  thought,  that  Brace  Benson  had  re¬ 
turned  from  Tanner’s  Ranch  and  had 
gone  away  with  the  girl  and  the  money. 
Was  it  counterfeit  money,  tlidugh?  If 
not;  where  had  sneh'a’quahtity  of  coin 
come  from?  '  .  '  . 

Brace  ■  Benson  '  was  said  .  to  be  com¬ 
paratively'  a  newcomer  in/the /;ouhtry,. 
with  only  ti  few  cattle  arid*  without 
much  acquaihtance'  or'  standing  among 
the  cattlemen,  of  the  Rio  Grande. 
Therefore,  under.  alTtlie  circum stances; 
it  seemed  probable  that  Beiison  was  a 
counterfeiter  or  in- league  with  counter¬ 
feiters. 

“It 'was  not  the  work  of  Colino  the 
Firebrand,  ”  the'  young  scout-detectivo 
declared  to  his. pard  when  ho  had  closely 
scrutinised  the  hoof -prints  in  the  sur¬ 
rounding  grass.  “I'  have  been'  think¬ 
ing  "that  Colinq’s  men  ' were  the  chaps 


..that,  burned,  this  -house,  but  -  they 
.  w.eren’t.  One  would  think  they  were 
Indians,  but  I  know  that  they  were 
not.”  '  '  ■  “  ' 

“Who  then?”  questioned  Roundtree. 

“  That’s  for  us  to  lihd  out  !  You  re¬ 
member  what  I  said  to  you  about  my 
thinking  Crosscut’s  voice  was  like  the 
, voice  of  one  of  the  white  men  disguised 
as  Indians?”.  -  . 

.  “Yes!.” 

^^J)o  you  suppose  ho  could  havo  been* 
ill  bctJi  places — been  the  leader  of 
.those  -  pretended  .  .Indians  and-  of  -the 
soldiers,  too?”  ..  . 

“1  once  knowed  a. feller  that  asked 
eo  many  questions  that  he  fogged  his 
hrain.  and  never  got  over  it,  ”  Rouncl- 
tree.  observed  in  a  way  that  was  most 
unsatisfactory.  ‘/C  tell  ..you  I  don’t 
knov*’*  nothin’,  and  that’s  tiie  trutli.” 

With  this  observation  Bob  Roundtree^ 
began  to  poke- his  toes  into  the  ashes  at 
the  point  where  the  coin-box  had  been 
found,  -He  was.  hoping  he  .might  come 
on  some  of  the  coins  and  so  be  able  -to 
tell  if  the  money  was  counterfeit  or 
genuine.  *  ' 

^‘What  are  these  tracks?”  Billy  sud¬ 
denly  called  out.  “Here  are  the  tracks 
of  a  man  and. the  tracks  of  a  girl.” 

Roundtree  InuTied  to  his  young 
pard’s  side  and  assisted  him  in  an  in¬ 
spection  of  the  trail.  It  seemed  to  settle 
tlie  point  that  Benson  had  returned  and 
accompanied  the  girl  from  the  ruins, 
and  ydth  this  as  a  coilclusion  they  poked 
again  among  the  ashes  until  they  came 
to  the  well-liko  aperture  through  wliicli 
the  girl  had  descended  into  the  tunnel 
when  the  ^  house  was  attacked . '  : 

With  their  curiosity ‘.increased  tliey 
descended  into  the  tunnel ,  whicli  was 
littered  ’  with  charred  wood  and  ashes, 
and  made  their,  way*  to  the  point  where 
Lizzie  Benson  had  concealed  herself 'in 
terror  when  the  house: was  on  ffre  and 
^the  -supposed  *  Indians  were  '  howling 
around  it.  They  found  the  place  still 
warm,  almost  stifling,  ‘  though  the 
opened .  hole  on  the  prairie'  let  in  the 
light  and  the  air.  Still,  it  was  so  dark 
that  Roundtree  struck  a  match  now 
and  then  to  assist  him  in  the  search. 
They  went  about,  kicking  into  the  dirt 
and  stabbing  their  knives  into  the  walls, 
ih  the  hope -that  another  store' of'  coin 
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might  bo  founds  ov  at  least  sometiuDg 
that  -would  throw  more  light  on  tho 
mystery  of  the  box. 

At  length  BufFalo  Billyhs  foot  turned 
ui>  a  silver  half-dollar. 

‘‘It^s  counterfeit!'"  he  cried  as  he 
held  it  beneath  the  match  that  Round- 
tree  had  lighted. 

‘‘Not  a  doubt  of  itr[  Roundtreo 
agreed  after  a  close  scrutiny.  “And 
tliat  shows,  don't  it,  that  Brace  Benson 
is  a  counterfeiter,  and  that  the  girl  is 
a  counterfeiter,  too?"  . 

The  young  scout  was  silent.  H«  could 
not  combat  this  reasoning. 

‘•It's  a  great  pitv.'^  Round tre-o  con¬ 
tinued,  ’‘that  you  didn’t  hang  to  that 
box,  or  at  least  make  her  let  you  $€e 
thejs-tulf  in  it.  But  I  know  ’twas  coun¬ 
terfeit,  jist  tile  same  I " 

Buhalo  ^Billy  pod  leUid  the  counter¬ 
feit  half-dollar,  and  they  renewed  tho 
search,  leaving  nothing  unex^mined. 

Prescptly  Billy  thrust  his  foot  into 
a,  bundle  of  old  clc^thes  and  fell  back 
with  a  seared  outcry.  And  no  wonder. 
His  ford)  had  touched  a  human  form. 
The  elotlies  were  tossed  aside,  and  a 
man  sprang  up,  drawing  a  revolvei*  frorh 
his  Jnp -pocket. 

Bufiaio  Billy  dropped  back  and  fac^d 

him,  Roundtree  diawing  his  pistol  and 

levoiling  it  with  remarkable  celeritv, 

« ' 

“  Who  are  you?"  the  young  scout  de<- 
inanded.  ‘’What  are  you  doing  here, 
and  why  vrere  you  biding 

'•  Take  it  easy,  youngster,”  came  in 
the  cool  voice  of  the  stranger.  “  Strikes 

me  I  might  ask  '  w’hat  voU  are  doina: 
here.”  '  ‘  .  b 

'•  A.nswer  my  question !"  Billy  com¬ 
manded,  while  Bob  Roundtree  nezTously 
fingered  the  big  Pistol.'  / 

^  “I  suppose  i'll  h^ve  to  stand  ;  vour 
imperdenee,  -which  I  wouldn^t  do  xtnder 
anv  other  circ-airLstances,”  'the  fellow 
gpwled.  ‘‘My  story  is  straight  enough. 
I'm  a  CN^wboy,  aiidd  come  nyar  to  see 
Brace  Benson.  1  found  his  house 
burned,  and  then,  hearin’  you  coinin', 
an’  not  knowin’  jes’  how  to  take  ye, 
I  crept  in  hyar.  and  then,  when  ye 
lolle.red  me,  I  slipped  under-  them  old 
clothes.”  .  .  .  ' 

An  evil,  evasive  look  rested  '  oii  ^  his 
face  as  he  made  this.  sb^;?ment,  showing 
that  he  was  not -speaking  ■tnithfiiB 


“You  are  lyin’,  you  d.ogI”  declared 
Bob  ^Roundtreo  with  more  force  than 
politeness. 

Hardly  had  the  words  left  Round- 
tree’s  bps  when  the  man  flew  at  him, 
impelled  by  uncontrollable  rage. 

“No,  yo\i  don’t!"  exclaimed  Bob, 
dropping  the  big  revolver  and  clutching 
the  iellow.  by  the  throat. 

Roundtree  was  tall  and  -powerful,  a 
typical  Texan,  and  he  bent  the  mun 
backward  against  the  wail  with  choking 
fingers,  At  the  same  time  hissing: 

“I've  a  notion  to  sqn€e2o  your  life 
out  for  that!  .And  ITl  do  it,  too,  now, 
if  you  don't  tell  the  truth!  You’ro  no 
cowboy.  What’s  your  name,  eb  r 

“My  name  is  Sam  Adair,”  the  fellow 
whined  submissively ;  and  I  come  byar 
jest  as  I  told  ye.  Tiiat's  the  truth,  and 
if  \ou  kill  me  1  can’t  say  nothin’  else  ” 

“  Better  let  him  go,  hadn’t  we  r" ’ques¬ 
tioned  Butfalo  Billy,  '  , 

“I  don’t  know’  as  wc  can  do  any  flung 
else,”  Rdundtree  grumbled,  “With  wo 
could.  I  feel  ifc  in  my  bones,  iliougb. 
that  we’il  be  sorry  W'e  didn’t  hold  him, 
or  kill  him!" 

'•‘I  sea  you  don’t  believe  me.  I’m 
sorry  that  you  don't!  But  I*ve  done 
nothing,  and  I  don’t  know  what  you 
mean,  by  holding  me,”  said  the  man. 

His  manner  hitd  entirely  cluinged.  It 
bordered  on  the  crin gi n  g. 

“WeTl  let  you  go,”  said  Roundtree 
with  an  air  of  superior  conde.scension. 

,  Sfim  Adair,  anxious  to  get  away, 
thei-eupon  leaped  out  of  the,,  hole  and 
into  the  .shelter  of  the  mesquite.  , 
-■Among  the  bushes,  less  than  a  hali- 
nule.from  the  site  of  Benson'’s  houte, 
the  man  calling  Himself  Sam  Adair  haci 
a  horse  hitched,  w'hich  he  mounted  and 
galloped  fvixiousiy  'away.  '  - 

“  \qu''li  see  'ji;e  again,”  he  threatened, 
shaking  his  fist.  ^‘Aricl  yoivTl  trerfible 
wiien  you  loiow:  who  1  am.  Coiixio  the 
Firebrand  don’t  take  such  insures  With¬ 
out  striking  back.” 

^  if  Buffalo  Billy  and  his  pard  had  had 
tae  least  idea  Hint  the  man  whom  thev 
had  in  their  power  wa^s  the  notcrious 
leader  of  the  i  Rebrands  they  certain]  v 
w-Qulcl  not  have" let  him  go.  * 

Colino  did  not  ride  a  mile  till  he 
altered  ms  coui-se,  taHug  advantage  ct 
a  rbeky  s-iopo  as  he  did  sc,  and  To-do  iu 
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,^e  direction  o£  a  range  of  low.  bills. 
•  Agani  aiici  agaid  he  changed ,  his  path, 
•and  linail'y  .clatteted  with  much  hdise 
*tiirui)gh  a  kind  of  tunnel,  and  into.' a 
yalle.V'th.at  wa^  small’ and  ringed  in  by 
rocky  ynlls/  ‘  ^ 

-Haiti  .  Halt-H’  rang  out  sharply, 
accompanied  by  the  clicking,  of  a  rifle- 
iock. 


^ ,  A  Wolfish  smile  came  to‘.  the  face  of 
J  uan  C'olino.  He  drew  in  his  horse  with 
a  j erk  and  ’  tume d  to  the  speaker,  who 
was 'emerging  from  liis  post  behind  a 
boulder. 


Ever  watchful,  my  good  David 
GoUno  pleasedh"  comniented.  “Of 
course.,^  tiiougli^  the  way '  I  came,  you 
couldn't  help  hearing  ine.  See  that 
you  re  alwa^y’s  as  ready/’ 

“Ay,  that  I  will.  Vv^hat  news?’^ 

He  was  a'  tattered  scoundrel,  with  a 
leering  face  that  showed  the.  influence 
of  drink.  His  ragged’  condition  was 
emphafsised  by  the  fine  rifle  he  held  in 
his  hands.  It  was  a  Winchester  of  the 
latest 'pattern,  and  its  polished' barrel 
glittei'ed  like  silver.  ’  ’  ' 


'“‘No  news/’  replied  the  chief.  .  “Is  all 
well  in  the  xamp  p’’ 

“All  well !”  replied  the  sentry.  ' 

Then  Cclirio  trotted  on,  turning 
almost  Immediately  aii  angle  that 
brouglit  into  mow  a  number  of  tents, 
some  horses,  two  or  three  camp-fires, 
and  a  dozen  men.  The  latter  had  heard 
him  coming  and  were  ready  to  greet 
him,  swarming  forward  with  words  of 
welcome. 


Oolino'  dismounted,  giving  his  horse 
in  charge  of  one  of  the  me3i,  and  entered 
one.  of  the  houses,  whither,  lie  was 
followed 'by  his  lieutenants.  Hfs  brow 
<laikened  as  he  looked  into  the  faces  of 
his  ofiicers  after  the  door  had  closed 
behind  him.l  ‘ 

“There  are  two  men  1  want  the 
Hough  Iticlers  to  capture !  ”  lie  declared 
harshly  gnd  gratingly.  ‘‘They,  a  re  now 
at  'Benson’s — or  where  Benson’s  house 
was— .and ,  I  “want  them  epptured  and 
brought  here.  Then  I  .will  teach,  them 
a  lesson  they  will  never  forget  !’r 

Having  said  Hus  much,  he  went  into 
details  and  to.ld  of  his  treatment. at  the 
hands  of  BuiTalo  Billy  and  llio  .Grande 
Rcb,  and  fau'ly  writhed  under  the. bitter 
memory.  * '  ...  '  G  "  1-  . 
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CHAPTER. 4.  ■ 

A  Capture  and  an  Escape. 

■  “A  HAXPY  little  hole  back ' hya.r !  ” /  ; 

The  fringe  of  bushes  was  drawn  aside 
and  a  frowsy*  liead  was.  thrust  into 
Buflkilo  Billy’s  cave-house.  Needlcs.s  to 
say,  the  young  scout-detective  was 
away. 

“  ’Twouldn’t  be  a  purty  place  to  git 
trapped  in,  thoiigh.” 

'.The  head  was  drawn  back  and  its 
owner  closely  survej’cd  the  surrounding 
country,  as  he  had  akeady  done  a  dozen 
times.  ’  .  ^ 

.  It’s  me  that  wants  to  ketch  the  boy, 
not  him  ketch  me,”  he  added. 

The  teeth,  were  shown  in  a  grin.  Then 
the  man,  satisfied  the  way  wa.s  clear, 
crept  into  the  cavern  and  vstared  about 
Jiini.  ’  .He  was  one  of  Colino’s  Fire¬ 
brands,  anxious  to  do  Colino’s  bidding 
and  gain  the  favour  of  his  redoubtable 
chief.  He  had  been  squatting'  on  the 
adjacent  hillside  late  that  afternoon 
when  by  chance  he  saw  Buffalo  Billy 
leave  the  cavern,  and  recalling  the 
words  uttered  by  his  chief  he  reflected 
that  if  he  could  capture  this  -boy  it 
would  be  the  biggest  land  of  a  feather 
in  liis  Ixat.  • 

Some  jerked  venison  was  on  the  wall 
and  some  orackers  in  a  box.  There  was 
also  water  in  a  black  jug.  He  ate 
greedily  of  the  crackers  and  venison, 
swallowed  a  quantitv^  of  the  water,  and 
then  reclined  lazily  on  a  couch  of  skin.s. 
The  man  felt  so  comfortable  that-  he 
began  to  be  drowsy  and  to  fear  he  might 
fall  asleep.  He  was  thinking  of  chang¬ 
ing  his  position  when  he  heard  the 
clatter  of  a.  horse’s  feet.  The  sound.s 
electrified  Ixim.  All  the  laziness  at  once 
vTiiiished.  Clutching  a  point  of  rocks 
just  above  his  head,  he  swung  up  out 
of  sigjit  on  to  a  shelf  that  here  ran 
along  the  side  of  the  cave.  He  found 
himself  in  the  young  scout’s :  store¬ 
house,  and.  saw  about  him  more  blankets 
and  skins  and  .a  box  or  two  that, might 
have  eontainod  food  supplies. 

Buffalo  Billy — for  he  it  was  the  man 
heard  approaching — a.  few  moments 
later  entered  the  retreat. 

iCwas  growing  dark  in  the  cave,  and 
Buffalo  Billy  struck  a  match  and  lit  the 
rude  lamp  that  swung,  against  tlie  wall. 
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By  its  light  h-e  glanced  about/  tbinkins?; 
cri  his  .pard,  when  ' his  gaze  fell  on  a 
few  splashes  of  water  on  the  floor  whic^i 
the  intruder  had  let  fall  from  the  jug. 
He  saw  some  cracker  crumb?,  too,  and 
he  started*  with  alarm. 

The  outlaw  on  the  shelf  saw  the  in- 
voiuiitary  movement,  and,  knowing  dis¬ 
covery  was  inevitable,  grew  desperately 
bold.  The  lad  stood  just  beneath 'him, 
within  reach  of  his  long  armss.  Reach¬ 
ing  down,  he  softly  pulled  the  revcilver*!^ 
from  Billyhs  belt.  Billy  felt  the  move¬ 
ment  and  turned  quickl}",  but  not  so 
quickly  that  the  removal  of  the  weapons 
was  prevented.  He  felt  he  was  trapped. 

‘'Take  it  easy,  pardner!’’  the  outlaw 
grinned.  ‘*1  jest  dropped  into  your 
hotel  hyar  a  while  ago.  You  keep  good 
chuck  and  you  keep  good  beds.  Now, 
f  hopes  youTl  not  spile  my  good  opinio/i 
of  you  by  actin^  ugly.  You  might's  welt 
throw  tip  yer  hands  fu^st  as  last 

**  You've  got  the  drop  on  me."  the 
voung  scout  adnaitted.  always  make 
it  a  rule  to  agree  w'ith  the  man  who  has 
that.  So  if  you'll  be  kind  enougli-to 
tell  me  what  you  wmnt- - ’’ 

‘‘^Veil,  you're  goin'  w'ith  me.  Colino 
ivants  to  see  you." 

^•'You're  one  of. Colirio's  men,  eh?" 

^•That's  too  much  like  callin'  hard 
names,  now,  ain't  it?"  wdth  a'  leering 
grin.  ^‘Ar©  you  ready  to  go  'long  v.'i' 
me  ' 

As  he  asked  the  question  he  clicked 
on©  of  the  revolvers  menacingly,  keep¬ 
ing  the  lad  covered  by  it.. 

Buffalo  Billy  ivas  doing  some  rapid 
thinking. 

“Yes,  ITl  go  with  you,'' =  he  said. 
*'Xot  because  I  want  to,  but  becatlse 
1  have  to.''  ' 

‘'Correct  you  aire," 

"First  let  me  get.  .some  more  money 
out  of  this  box.  Colino  likes  money,  1 
know,  and  maybe  he'ii  treat  me^beHcr 
if  1  take  him  a  present."-  •  '  ’ 

The  man's  eyes  kindled  avariciouslv. 
The  box  was  at  Billy's  feet,  and  befoie 
the  outlaw  could  make  any  reply  the 
l>ox  w*as  open  and  the  young  scout  was 
feeling  in  it. 


'  No  tncks,  now,"  growled  the  man. 

“  iou've  got  me  covered,  haven't 
you?" 

•'Jest  the  same,  no' tricks,  mind  ve!" 


He  lifted'  the  revolver  threateninRiy, 
holding  it  up  in  his  right. hand.  .  Xh^ 
next  moment  a  bowstring  twang^,  and' 
the  outlaw  gave  a  howMof  pain  and 
astonishment.  Buffalo  Buly  bad  seiz^' 
his  Indian  bow  and  arrow,  that  lay  in 
the  box,  and  bad  sent  the  arrow  through 
the  outlaw '.s  vrrist.  ^ 

The  revolver  dropped  with  a  clatter 
to  the  rocks  and  was  exploded,  and 
another  yell  came  from  the  outlaw. 
hand  remained  uplifted,  and  the  lad  saw 
that  the  arrow-head  had  gone  tlmough 
it,  and,  cliii ,ging  fast  to  ’an.  interstice’ of 
the  rocks,  held  the  hand  there,  Tho 
exploding  revolver  rolled  at  Billy's  feet. 

'then  the  tables  were  turned. 

/  « 

“1  ought  to  shoot  you  dpw:n  like  a 
dog  1 "  ' 

Buffalo  Billy  thrust  the  muzzle  of  the 
pistol  against-  the  man’s  breast,  as  if 
tempted  to  send  a  ball  whizzing  tlirougfi 
his  body.  By  a  great  effort  the  man 
tore  his  hand  loose ;  and  then,  over- 
ppw'ered  by  the  touch  of  the  crold  .steel, 
he, rolled,  in  a  gasping  and  bewildered 
heap,  to  the  ground.  Before  he  co>ulci 
recover  or  get  out  another  w'capon  the 
lad  had  the  loop  of  a  strong  rope  a}x)ut 
his  wrists  and  had  him  bound  fast.  Ho 
pulled  the  outlaw  to  a  sitting  po.sture, 
xwk  down  the  lamp,  and  flashed  it  in 
his  face. 

‘‘.If  . Colino  is  as  much  of  a  scoundrel 
as  you  look  to  be,  I  don't  w’onder  that 
he’s  gained^a  hard  name.  Now*,  tell  me 
'.vhere  ho  is  and  when  you  saw  him 
last.’' 

The  man,  wuth  his  hands  tied,  cowered 
against  a  rock.  Billy  had  taken  from 
him  every  weapon  that  could  be  found. 

Speak  up!",  the -young  scout  com- 
manded. 

Foy  answer  the  man  lifted  his  head, 
seamed  to  listen  intently  for  a  moment, 
and  theii  uttered  the  pmdiar  ‘‘chr— r" 
of  the  prairie-dog  own.  ^  Buffalo  Billy 
had  himself  heard  nothing,  but  now 
there  came  a  similar  “ehn^r"  out  of 
the  darliness.  The  outlaw*  drew  himself 
up  to  send  forth  another  call  when"  the 
lad  smote  him  furiously  in  the  mouth. 

“'Keep  your  tongue  quiet,  will  you? 
Do  that  again,  and  I'll  shoot  youf"  he 
threatened. 

/l^lm  inah  feU  backward  as  Billy  struck 
him,  and  then  cowered,  fearing  a  renet: 
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tion  of  the  hlon\  However,  before  the 
Toimo;  Bcout  could  do  more  dark  forms 
sprang  througli  the  opening  and  re¬ 
volver  muzzl^  confronted  him. 

*  knew  that  resistance  was 
useless.  iStill,  lie  looked  about  des- 
7ierately,  as  if  meditating  a  reckless 
dash.  Tile  cocking  of  other  revolvers 
brought  liiin  to  his  senses. 

‘‘1^11  surrender,”  he  said,  putting. up 
his  hands. 

A  man  glided  forward,  w'ound  a  rope 
round  his  wrists,  and  Buffalo  Billy  was 
again  captured.  Kis  late  prisoner  had 
sent  forth  that  “  chi'^^ — r  thinking  he 
heard  the  movements  of  his  pards  out¬ 
side.  No^v  that  his  peril  was  ended  and 
he  was  released  lie  became  rapidly 
venomous,  and  demanded  the  immediate 
death  of  the  young  scout.  But'  his 
wishes  were  not  gratified. 

When  the  cavern  had  been  looted  of 
everything  of  value  Bttfi-alo  Billy  was 
conciiioted  frcin  it  as  a  prisoner,  the  des¬ 
tination  of  the  band  being  a  secret 
rendezvous  on  the  banks  of  the  Rio 
Grande. 

The  hour  was  about  midnight  when 
the  river  w’as  gained,  some  hundred 
yards  above  the  outlaws^  liiding-plac*<>. 
Here  a  boat  w’as  brought  into  use,  and 
in  this  boat  Billy  was  forced  to  embark 
with  three  of  liis  captors. 

The  lad  felt  that  if  he  escaped  at  all 
he  must  escape  laefore  Colinols  strong¬ 
hold  was  reached.  His  hands  were 
bound,  but  his  feet  were  not.  He  had 
writhed  at  the  cords  on  his  wrists  until 
the  skin  had  been  torn,  but  the  knots 
had  not  been  tightly  made,  and  he  had 
so  loosened  the  bonds  that  ho  laiow 
another  wrench  would  free  his  hands. 

A  desperate  plan  entered  Buffalo 
Billy- s  mind  as  the  vrow  of  the  boat 
cut  the  water.  Two  of  the  men  were 
sitting  in  the  stern  of  tho  boat,  so  that 
he  was  within  the  direct  ran.ge  of  their 
vision.  It  w^as  very  dark,  though,  and 
they  could  only  see  lus  outline, 

“The  boatbs  tipping!”  he  suddenly 
cried,  with  a  disconcerting  yell. 

Then  he  lurched  into  the  stream, 
going  down  head  first,  and  trying  to 
overturn  the  boat  with  his  feet.  The 
heavy  kick  he  gave  it  spun  it  lialf- 
round,  and,  though  it  did  not  overturn 
t)m  boat,  it  served  a  good  purpose  in 
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keeping  the  men  from,  using  their 
pistols.  It  was  all  they^  could  do  for 
a  little  while  to  retain  their  places,  Ono 
of  the  paddles  was  dropped  and  swept 
away,  and  the  boat  sw’img  broadside 
downstream.  But  the  outlaws  speedily 
regained  control  of  the  boaG  and  then 
watched,  with  eager  eyes,  lo.r  the^  re¬ 
appearance  of  Buffalo  Billy.  They 
expected  his  head  to  bob  to  the  surface, 
and  meant  to  fire  at  it  as  soon  as  it  was 
in  sight. 

.But  the  darkne.ss  favoured  the  youth. 
He  was  a  do^en  yards  downstream  when 
he  rc.se  eautiouslv  to  the  surface,  and 
then  he  was  not  seen,  though  he  could 
dimly  make  out  the  boat,  -and  coiild 
plainly  hear  the  exclamations  and  cries 
of  the  men.  The  boat  was  floating  to¬ 
wards  him,  so  he  sank  noiselessly  and 
swam  towards  the  American  side  of  tlie 
river.  The  stream  vras  not  wide  there 
and  his  feet  soon  touched  bottom. 
When  he  cautiously  poked  up  his  head 
a  blade  rock  was  beside  it,  which  served 
further  to  make  him  invisible. 

The  oiTitlaws  on  the  shore  had  been 
alarmed,  and  also  those  further  dowm. 
Questions  and  calls  rang  across  the 
wa-ter.  Two  other  boats  soon  appeared, 
and  a  scaJHi  for  Billy  began.  But  the 
young  scout,  hiding  beside  the  rock, 
was  not  seen.  In  about  half  an  hour 
the  search  was  given  over,  and  the  boats 
disappeared  round  the  bend. 

“  Colino’s  stronghold  must  he  there !  ” 

With  this  reflection  Buffalo  Billy 
floated  quietly  down  in  the  wake  of  the 
boat.  At  the  turn  of  the  angle  he  saw' 
lights  on  the  shore.  There  seemed  to 
]>e  a  rocky,  w’alled  space  leading  into 
a  lofty  cavern.  He  craw* led  out  of  tho 
■water  above  this  point,  wdiere  he  lay  for 
a  long  time.  AVhen  the  men  had  dis- 
apueared  in  th(^  rock-house  he  crept 
forward,  boldly  passed  througli  the 
.entrance,  and  lay  just  within  by  the 
side  of  tho  stone  wall. 

The  interior  of  this  roc'k-house  wms 
w’ell  lighted,  and  a  number  of  men  were 
visible.  .At  one  side  w'as  a  table  mi 
w'bich  vras  heaped  a  quantity  of  silver 
coin,  together  with  dies  and  moulds. 
Further  back  Billy  fancied  he  beheld 
the  glow'  of  a  furnace  or  crucible.  This 
convinced  liim  that  ho  bad  discovered 
the  rendezvous  of  the  counterfeitei'S  for 
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wliicli  Had  been  for  soroe  tiiuo  ciiH- 
(rently  Beai^ching.  •  ,,  x- 

Much  excitsanent  seeracd  to  exist.  JNo 
doubt  this  excitouieut  pertained  to  him- 
gclf.  As  he^lay  there  a. party- passed  him, 
going  out  in  search  of  him.  Then  a 
sentinel  was  stationed  at  the  door  be¬ 
yond  him.  His  situation  then  beeamo 
critical,  for  the  man  began  to  walk  to 
and  fro  in  the  owning,  the  inner  limit 
of  his  walJv  bringing  bun  almost  wjtliin 
a  touch  of  Billy’s  band. 

Another  man  hurried  from  the  cave 
to  join  those  who  had  just  gone  out. 

‘^Colino’s  red  hot,’’  he  said  to  the 
guard.  thinks  the  hoys  let  that 

fellow  git  away  through  carelessness. 
He  wouldn’t  have  had  it  happen  for  a 
mint  of  money.  ” 

‘^Counterfeit  money,  ebP^*  the  sentry 
queried,  with  a  laugh. 

“Well,  if  the  chap’s  ciaught  it  will  go 
hard  with  him.  I’ve  about  come  to 
the  notion  that  he’s  dtowned.  Welt 
know  in  the  morning.  He  can  hardly 
get  away  without  making  seme  kind  of 
a  trail!” 

The  man  passed  on,  and  the  sentry 
in  his  walk  came  nearer  and  n-ea.rer  to 
the  hidden  boy.  Billy  could  not  move 
away  because  of  the  wall,  nor  could  be 
go  towards  the  sentry  without  danger 
of  detection.  Then  the  man,  extend’- 
ing  his  walk  further  than  ever,  stepped 
cn  one  of  Billy’s  onbstretched'  hands. 
The  pain  was  unendurable.  The  lad 
jerked  the  hand  away,  lifted  himself 
with  a  yell,  rand  leiaped  at  the  sentry’s 
throat. 

The  outlaw  reeled  backward,  half- 
lifting  his  rifle,  which  Buffalo  Billy 
dashed  aside.  The  movement  opened  a 
way  of  escape,  and  Ihe  young  sicout, 
taking  instant  advantage  of  it,  sprang 
by.  The  sentry’s  rifle  blajzod,  and  an 
alarmed  hubbub  came  from  the  rock- 
house,  followed  by  cries  'Und  calls  fmm 
the  men  who  bad  gone  out. 

Judging  by  the  us©  of  the  boats  that 
there  was  but  one  way  in  or  out  of  the 
place,  the  daring  fugitive  boldly  took 
a  header  into  the  river  and  swam  d'owU’’ 
stream  as  fast  as  he  could.  A  pursuit 
by  boats  was  begun,  but  it  was  fruitless, 
and% before  day  dawned  Buffalo  hi  iy 
had  left  the  stronghold  of  Colino  far 
behind. 
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CHAPTER  5. 

In  the  Soldiers*  Camp.  —  Awkward 

Encounters. 

“I’m  going  down  there!” 

This  u-as  Buffalo  Billy’s  announce¬ 
ment  to  his  friend,  Bob  Bo'iindtree,  as 
they  looked  from  the  &umniit  of  a  hill 
into  the  valley  which  contained  the  cu- 
camument  of  soldiers. 

“A  leetle  bit  risky,  don’t  you  think 
It  was  u  job  to  git  you  out  of  that 
camp,  and  now  you  want  to  git  back.  ” 

“But  don’t  you  think  it’s  better  to 
go  there  now,  whilo  Crosscut  is  away 

Rio  Grande  Rob  shook  his  head.  Ihey 
had  discussed'  the  question  before.  From 
that  Summit  they  had  seen  Lieutenaub 
Crosscut  and  a  small  detaclimeiit  ride 
from  the  camp  and  disax^pear  in  the 
adjacent  hills. 

“  Captain  Marchmont  seenieci'  au 
honest  sort  of  man,  and  I  am  willing  xo 
trust  him.  I  can  tell  him  th©  truth, 
show  him  my  crodcntials,  and  ask  hirn 
to  help  us  instead  of  hindering  us  in 
our  work.  ” 

The  experiment  was  regarded  as  a 
dubious  on©  by  the  over-cautious 
Roundtree. 

“You’ re  the  navigator,  though,”  he 
admitted,  ”If  so  bo  you  go  ahead, 
why,  I’ll  do  ditto.” 

“Then  we’li  go  ahead.” 

“You  don’t  think  I’d  better  stay 
back,  so’s  to'  git  you  out  o’  trouble— 
unkink  the  snarl  that  I  feel  it  in  my 
bones  you’re  gittin’  yourself  into?” 

‘‘I  don’t  think  so.  The  straight  way 
is  usually  the  best  v/ay.  ” 

Buffalo  Billy  was  mounted  and  Rio 
Grande  Rob  afoot,  and’  in  this  manner 
they  set  off  for  the  camp  in  the  valley, 
Roundtree  leading  the  way.  But  both 
were  somewhat  uneasy  and  uncertain 
as  to  the  outcome  of  the  venture.  They 
came  within  view  of  the  soldiers,  were 
directed  by  a  sentry  to  the  captain’s 
quarters,  and  then  moved  on  quietly 
until  the  nearest  tent  was  gained,  when 
the  young  Bcout-detective  spi'ang  lightly 
from  his  saddle. 

As  he  did  so  he  and  his  pard  were 
treated  to  a  bewildering  surprise.  The 
flap  of  the  tent  was  pushed  aside,  and 
Li^irie  Bc-nson,  the  niece  of  Brace 
Benson,  stood,  revealed. 
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"  By  the  great  stone  nOse  of  mj' - *’ 

Billy  bt’gaij}  then  became  spoediless. 

hiZZ'^^  B&^.on  was  the  very  last  per¬ 
son  they  had  expected  to  see  in  the 
soldier  camp.  . 

‘/i  beg  pardon/^  she  stammered. 

We’re  the  dues  to  beg  pardon,  ’’  Buf- 
1 3io  Billy  declared V  '  ‘  e  dldu  ’ t  expect 
to  see  you  here^  and  tlrat^s  a  fact.” 

and  she  elevated  her  eye¬ 
brows.  W©  are  here  through  the ' 
hindntis  of  Lieutenant  Crosscut.” 

“Then  you  know*  luniP”  the  lad 
gasped,  almost  involunrarily. 

Rio  Grande  Rob  touched  him  on  the 
shoulder. 

Better  come  on,”  he  growled  in  > 
half-whi^^pcr.  *•' We’re  being  stared  at. 
Them  soldiers  recognise  you,  I  reckon.” 

Buffalo  Billy  hurried  on  with  Bob 
RcUndtroe,  leading  his  horse  and  m 
momeutary  expectation  of  arrest,  and 
soon  found  himself  before  tbo  tent  that 
had  bi^en  pointed  out  to  them  as  the 
captain’s.  Into  this  tent  they  were 
conducted,  while  Billy’s  horse  was  led 
away. 

”So  you  thought  you  would  come 
back  before  you  were^  run  down  -and 
captured,”  'said  Mar<.dnnont,  looking 
the  young  scout  sharply  in  the  face. 

Billy  was. feeling  in  his  pockets  for 
iiomo  documents,  which  be  produced, 
and  then  threw^  back  a  flap  of  his  coat. 

'  “M  want  you  to  look  at  that  first, 
Captain  Marchmont,  and'  then  nt  these 
papers,”  was  his  earnest  request. 
'‘They  ivill  show  you,  I  think,  that- 1 
^  as  hckli  wrongly  by  .  you  the  other 
night. 

Craptain  Marchniont  opened  his  eyes 
and  stared  in  wide  surprise.  The 
flap  of  the  coat  turned  back  revealed 
a  SccTet  Service  badge;  and  the  letters 
which  Marchmoiit  instantly  examine^; 
told  him  that-Buffaio  Billy,  or  William 
Cody^  was  really  for  the  dime  being  a 
'  police  oflUcer, .  with  crodentwis  duly 
.^authenticated.  The  pa^ws  proved  that 
he  had  been  commfeioned-  to  look  up 
certain  criminals  known  to  be  in  timt 
section  of  tJic  Rio  Grande  region.  The 
captaip  coil  Id  hardly  repress  a  .  low 
w  Ids  tie  of  astonishment. 

”  W'hv  didn't  you  ^how’, these  before? 
You’d  have  been  ticated  differently,” 
be  said. 


Tlien  he  paused,  while  a  look  of  un¬ 
certainty  crept  nl^o  his  eycs  and  the 
old  suspicion 'clouded  his  face. 

>  ‘^But.  ”  and  he  seemed  to  v^eigh- h:s 
words,  "you  mustn’t  forget  that  it’« 
quito  '  pofesibie  you  bare  no  •  right  to 
lueso  irjiws.  You  may  bavo  taken 
them  from  YVilliam  Cody,  you  see.  liow 
am  I  to - ” 

“I  tcD  you,  captain,  he’s  as. straight 
as  ii  siring;”  put  in  Rio  Grande ‘Rob 
soniewhat  tostily. 

'  ^‘And  who’s  to  vouch  for  you?  ^  on 
look  like  a  cowboy  rather  than  a  detec¬ 
tive  I” 

“K’rcct  you  airc,  captain,”' Round- 
tree  cheerfully  assented.  “That’s  .list 
what  I  am.  I’m  a.  cowboy,  and  I’ve 
s-traddled  a  cow’  pony  for  more  vears 
than  Tve  got  fingers  and  toes.  All  the 
same,  I  know  that  the  story  m}'  ynurg 
friend  hyar  ha?  <trung  you  is  as  siraighu 
as  a  wire  fence.” 

The  captain  turned  the  papers  over 
in  his  hands,  and  then  carefuiiy  rei’cad 
them,  sttidydng  the  face  cf  the  you‘*u 
beforo  him  as  he  did  so.  At  length  he 
handed  them  back. 

“I’ve  no  reason  to  doubt  your  ivord, 
Mr.  Cody.,  I’m  sure  I  beg  your  pardon 
if  I  have  wi'Oiiged  you.  For  the  present, 
you  have  the  i’reedom  of  the  camp,  you 
and  your  companion.  Y^ou  will  not 
violate  it,  I’m  sure.  *  By  the  wuy,  the 
matter  of  your  escape  before  has  not 
been  .explained.  ’’ 

Miero  Roundtree  put  in  a  w'ord,  in-, 
sisting  that  he  was  the  p<arty  to  l^o 
Mamecf,  if  anyone,  and  Ue  made 
brilliant  and  flourishing  a  defence  of  ins 
young  friend  that  a.  smile  w  as  w'On  from 
the  serious  captain. 

An  officer  then  came  to  the  tent  dcor, 
and  was  invited  in  and  made  ac<iuaintcd 
with  the  statements  made  by  Buffalo 
Billy  and  his  pard* 

“Wo  w’ero  mistaken,  sergeant,  1 
don’t  doubt,  when  we  held-  this  young 
man.  Ho  and  his  partner  are.  at 
present,  our  friends  and  igiuests.  Intro¬ 
duce  them  to  the  officers  and  gee  that 
they  are  so  treated 

The  young  scouWietectivo  and  Rio 
Grande  Rob.  follow^ed  the  sergeant  out 
iniu  the  opep  air,  feeling  that  they  had 
gflined  a  victory,  though  they  had  tfie 
uneasy  sonsaiiou  that  the  victory  w'as 
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a. doubtful  one,.  not  i^erve 

•t-heni  longr '  •'  , 

Several  times.'  tliat  ovenMag'^Buftaio 

JJiiiy  i>.aKS.ed  iieai”  the  tent  wnich  heid 

Lizzie  Benson,  yet  he  .bad  not  the  cpur- 
age  to  step: 'up  to  its  door  -aud  address 
her.  He  wondered  if  she  were  there, 
aecompanied  by  her  uncle,  and  almost 
decided  that  Brace  Bcns-on  v;as  not  in 
the  camp,  inasmuch  as  be  was  not  to 
be  seen.  ^ 

Night  came,‘'^'abd  with  it.  tbo  return 
of  a  body  of  med  vdiich  Billy  prcsuiued. 
to  be  the  detachment  that  bad  gone  out 
with  Lieutenant  Croisscut.  Ho  did  not 
SCO  Crosscut  with  them,  and  ma.ip^elleci 
at  it.  Finally!  bo  made  up  his  mind  to 
approach  Lizzie  Benson’s  tent,  offer 
some  excuse  for  his'  intrusion,  und  seek 
-to  start  a  conversation  tbat  should  tell 
why  silie  -wa-B  there. 

As  Buffalo  Billy’s  feet  vrero  on  the 
threshold  he  was  interimpted  by  voices 
—the  vGice:&  of  Lizzie  Benson  and  Liou- 
teiiant  Crosscut— and  at  once  .the  iad 
stepped  backward  and  away  from  the 
door  of  the  tent.  Again  Cros'seut-s 
voice  sounded,  and  Billy,  rcalisuig  that 
he  was  playing  a  sneaking  part,  turned 
to  leave.  But  be  bad  lost  bis  cautio,n, 
and  as  he  tunied  about  he  trod  un¬ 
warily  on  a  rotten  mesqiiite  branch, 
wlikb  broke  under  liisifoot  with  a  sharp 
crackle.  Instantly,  as  it  seemed,  Cross¬ 
cut  v/as  out  of  the  tent. 

You  scc'imdrcl !  ”  he  roared  in  a.nger. 
‘‘What  do  you  mean  by  eavesdropping 
here  ?  ”  ^ 

Then  he  sawg  by  the  light  of  tbe 
camp-fire,  ivbich  burned  but  dimly,  who 
the  intruder  was,  and  his  anger-  in¬ 
creased.  .1. 

“  All !  you  are  the  fellow  that  cut 
his  way  out  of  the  tent,”  Crosscut  ex¬ 
claimed.  ‘"One  of  Goiino’s  men,  who 
had  the  audaoitj’  to  com©  back  here  and 
the  effrontery  to  .spy  on  my  movements 
within  m,y  own  camp !  YeSj  you  are  one 
of  Colino’s  men!”  • 

“That's  a  iie!”  Buffalo  Billy  hissed 
in. a  tone  tbat  was  low,  but  which  ooi> 
tained  the  very  essence  of  resenfment. 
“tfiat’s.  a. be,  and  ycu  know  it!” 

Crosscut  dropped  back  as  if  struck  by 
a  blow  in  the  face;  and  seemed  about 
to  clraiv  bis  siword.^  . 

ou  can’t  scare  me  with  that  thing! 
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I’m  not-  afraid  of  .your  Siword,  and  if 
you  .want  ■to- fight.' m©  :I’m  w'dlmg  .to 
meet  you!”  said  Billy.  : 

.,  “No  fighting- here!”  the.  girl  cried, 
hurrying  oud  of  the  tent  'and  placing 
hers’clf  •.between  the  belligerents. 

Tho  boy  scout..detective  knev/  that  ho 
was  in  an  awkward  situation.  He  felt 
that  hi.s  explanations  would  be  deenied 
by  Crosscut,  and  probably  by  this  gad 
•a]s>o,'to  bc  nicre  falseboods. 

“I  didn’t  know'  you  were,  in  .me 
tent,”  ho  said  to  tlie  lieutenant.  ‘‘I 
came  to  speak  to  this  young  woman;, 
Miss*.  Bens'bn. ■ 

“That’s  all  right.  But  that  don’t 
make  it  your  business  .to  come  here 
eavesdropping!” 

“  1  ‘  was  not  eavesdropping !  ”  cried 
Billy. 

“That’s,  a- - ” 

“No  fighting  now',  Lieutenant  Cross¬ 
cut!”  the  girl  intcrpoised  sharply.  “I 
don’t  doubt  our  young  friend  here  w.'ili 
bo  able  W  .make  everything-  clear. 
Prorriise  me,  both, of  you,”  she- added 
in  an  appealing  tone,  “  to  keep  the 
peace.  You  must  not  let  this  go  fur¬ 
ther.  It -is  .disgraceful !  ” 

iiuff’alo  Billy  was  about  to  turn  a  was 
wben  she  detained  him. 

“Just  .a  few  words  wdtii  you,”  .she 
said,  giving  Crosscut  a  look  wbicli  disi- 
inissed  him  frora  her  presence. 

“  You  don’t  wish  to  speak  to  this — 
this  follow^,  ”  tbe  lieutenant  protested, 
besitating. 

*‘Ycs,  just  a  word,”  replied  the  girl. 

Crosscut  could  do  nothing  but  walk 
away.  Lizzie  Benson  came  close  to 
the  young  scout,  who  was  stupefied  wnn 
amazement,  and  said  hurriedly: 

“I’m  .Borry  this  happened,  I  do  not 
blame  you,  imderstan'd'.  I  laiow’  you 
ciidn’-t  incau  any  liarni.  ,  Better  avout 
Lieutenant  Crosscut.  .Above  all  things 
don’t  .fight  him.  Promise  me.xbat  you 
w'dn’t  fight  him.” 

“I’ll  certainly  not  do  so  if  I  can  avoid 
it,”  ropbed  the  yroong  scout. 

;  ‘‘And  lem ember,  I  don’t  think  you 
meant,  any  harm  by  what  you  did,” 

“Thank  you!”  said  Billy,  and  ihen, 
observing  that  Crosscut  was  impatiently 
waiting  for  him  tobe  gonej  he  bastenecl- 
from  -the  tent. 

“She  didii^t  ifuy  bow  long  I  was  to 


16  THE  TEXAS 

keep  aw»i<;9<  from  him/'  he  mutr-ered, 
stumbling -along.  ‘‘The  scoundrel,  to 
rvali  me  one  of  Colino’s  men!  If  Colino 
has  a  spy  in  this  camp  it's  Lieutenant 
Crosscut  himself!’' 

‘‘Eh;  what’s  that?*' 

Billy  had* reached  the  tent  occupied! 
by  himself  and  Rio  Grande  Rob,  and 
the  question  came  from  his  pa.rd. 

“IM  like  to  sboor.  Lieutenant  Gross- 
cut!^’  Billy  declared.  ‘‘He’s  the  big¬ 
gest  villain  alive.” 

‘‘Tell  me  all  al.K>ufc  it!”  staring  with 
lazy  feuii>rise-  into  the  young  scout’s 
an^y  face. 

This  Billy  did-  ^ind  almost  imxnedi- 
ately  B<i-)  Roundtreo  left  the  tent. 

_  No^ooner  lyas  Rio  Grande  Rob  gone 
from  the  tent  than  Buffalo  Billy  began 
to  search  in  his  pockets  for  writmg 
inatcridl.  He  found  the  stub  of  a  i>cn- 
oil,  and  a- notebook,  from  which  he  tore 
some  pag^,  then  scribbled  the  f<!»Ilowing 
note  to  Lhszie  Bens-ou : 

“Miss  Bexson,— I  wTite  this  to  de¬ 
clare  to  you  that  I  am  not  a  mciuhef  of 
Colino’s' bandj  as  Lieutenant  Crosscut 
charged.  /  Whatever  you  may  tliink  of 
me,  I  hope  you  won’t  think  tiiat,  Some 
day  I  may  be  able  to  give  you  the  proof 
of  ^i^hat  I  say.  Pardon  me  for  thus 
writing  to  YOU.'— 'Faithfully  vours, 

’  ‘  “William  F."  Cody.’' 

The  lad  read,  it  over  and  over,  hardly 
knowing  wbether  to  send  it  to  her  or 
udt.  He  was  still  pondering  the  ques¬ 
tion  wheii  the  flap  of  the  tent  shook 
and  Rio  Grande  Rob  entered. 

“The  game’s  afoot!”  he  whispered'  in 
miic'h^  excitement. 

“What  do  YOU  mean.^”  questlOaed 
Billy. 

“IVe  been  scoutin’  "round,”  ex¬ 
plained’  Roundtree.  *tBraco  Benson's 
bee)!  in  the  camp.  He’s  been  in  that 
lent,  talkin’  to  his  niece,  and  urny  havo 
been  there  when  you  had  your  racket/ 
wdth  the  lieutenant.  And  now  him  and 
("•rosscut  have  left  the  camp  together, 
and  have  gone  over  the  porairie.  I 
think  tliey're  goin’  to  jine  Colino,  fer 
some  -reason.  I  heard*  ’em  say  Eagle 
Rock,,  and  I  Icnow  where  that  is.  I 
wak-hed.  ’em  that  fur.  an’  then  T 
sneaked  to  the  captain^?  i^ut,  an’  I 
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said  to  the  .captain,  aays'  f,  ‘-Will  you 
be- so  .good  as  to  permit  me  an’ ‘my 
pardner  to  leave  the  camp  for  a  while 
tonight?  We’II  not  take  any  hoss  uith 
us,  and  we’ll  tiy^  to  bo  back  hofore 

inornin’.”’  ’  . 

“  Woll,^  what  did  he  say?  asked  Luiy 
as  Roundtree  paused. 

“Why,  the  captain  he  up  and  telis 
me,  fist  like  a  gentleman,  that  wo' re 
ifot  luisoners,  an’  kin  go  and  come  jistr 
when' we  please.  An’  so  I  thanked  him, 
and  he  give  me  these  passes,  an’  we’re 
goin’  to  put  out  o’  liyar  jist  as  fast  as 
oiir  legs  wilL  let  us.” 

The  young  socut^detective  was  natur- 
.olly  much  astonished,  and  'demanded 
further  explanations.  -  '  .  ^ 

“Mow,  wc  can’t  ti'aco  ’em  afoot,” 
Roundtreo  admitted.  “I  calc’ I  a  tod  to 
git  them  tw'o  bosses  that  airo  in  thu 
valley  near  our  headquarters,  you  know*. 
'VVe  kin  w*alk  to  that  p’int  in  a  half' 
hdur.  I  kin  make  Imckermcves  fer 
bridles,  and  ive  kin  git  along  witliouti 
caddies,  as  wo’vo  done  many  a  time. 
What  do  y  ou  sa  y  ?  ” 

“Just  a  minute,  and  I’m  w'ith  you.” 
Buffalo  Billy  tore  out  another  sheet' 
from  tlie  notebook  and  scribbled  a  few 
lines  of  explanation  to  Coptain  Alarch- 
mont.  While  he  was,  doiim  it  Round- 
tree  went  in  search  of  Marchmqnt.s 
little  son,  in  accordance  ivith  Billy's 
wushes,  and  w'hcn  lie  came  back  with 
him  the  juuiig  scout  put  into  the  boy’f^ 
hands  the  tw'o  notes,  requesting  him  to 
deliver  them  without  delay. 

When  they  had  worked  their  w*a/^  out 
of  the  camp  Buffalo  Billy  and  his  pard' 
ha.stenod  to  the  \*ailey,  secured  the 
horses  mentioned  by  Roundtree,  and 
started  at  a  swinging  gallop  for  Eagle 
Rock,  on  the  Rio  Grande. 

CHAPTER  6. 

lo'the  Power  of  Colino. — A  Daring 
Rescue.— A  Shot  from  the  Dark. 

Thl  light  of  a  camp-fire  shone 
tlirougb  tho  darkness.'  Buffalo  Billy 
and  his  pard  had  drawn  near  Eagle 
Rock  and  dismounted.  Thoy.were  now 
standing  at-lhoir  horses’  heads,  gazing 
ot  the  camp-fire,  which  -rose  and -fell 
ff  if  oily,  under- the  inffuence  of  tho 
breeze.  '  ' 
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^■•Better  hopple  ^em  and  leave  -era 
here/’  suggested  tbo  youug  scout,  guii-* 
ing  the  action -to  the  word  and  prodnc- 
ing  a  rope  for, the  purpose  of  tying  the 
legs  of  his  horse  60  that  it  could  not 
wander  far. 

When  both  horses  had  .been  fettered 
Buffalo  Billy  aud  Bob  Bound  tree  stole 
carefully  on  foot  in  the  direction  of  tho 
camp-fire.  When  they  weiro  within  a 
hundred .  yards  of  it  and  could  diinly 
discern  the  .figures  of  the  men  gathered 
about  it,  Biliy  went  on  alone,  creeping 
from  bush  to  rock  with  the  greatest 
care.  He  flattened  himself  out  behind 
a  big  boulder  twenty  yards  or  more 
from  the  base  of  Eagle  Rock  and  stared 
at  the  men  there  grouped.  They  were 
now.  t/O  be  seen  distinctly.  With  them 
sat  Lieutenant.  Crosscut  and  Brace  Ben- 
s-ou.  All  v^ero  talking  eagcrh^  .  Their 
horses  wore  picket^ed  not  far  away. 

Anxious  to  liear  what  was  being  said 
and  to  establish  in  his  owii  mind  more 
firmly  the  guilt  of  Benson  and  the  lieu¬ 
tenant,  Buffalo  Billy  left  the  shelter  of 
the  rock  and  again  advanced,  keeping 
his  gaze  fixed  on  .the  figure  at  the  fire. 
A  sentry  w'as  crouching  not  far  away, 
and  the  young  scout,  walking  in  a 
semicircle  to  gain  a  better  point,  fell 
fairly  over  this  sentry.  Ho  felt  his  feet 
and  legs  gripped,  and.  this  was  followed 
by  a  jerking,  do'wnward  pull.  How¬ 
ever,  he  .  was  not  to  be  taken  without 
an  effort.  He  was  large  and  strong — 
a  man  in  size,  though  only  a  boy  in 
years;  and,  w^hirling  on  his  back.wdth 
the  quickness  of  a  cat,  he  rGached  up 
and  drew  the  sentry  down  on  top  of 
him,  squeezing  him  to  liis  chest  with  a 
hug  like  that  of  a  grizzly  hear. 

The  sentry  gave  a  yell,  and  then 
Buffalo  Billy  found  himself  rolling  over 
and  over  among  the  rocks  in  a  desperate 
fight  with  the  man. 

‘‘Take  that,  wdll  -you!^’  tho  lad  ex¬ 
claimed  at  last,  freeing'  his  fist  arid 
dashing  it  into  the  outlawks  face. 

The  blow-  was.  a  heavy  one,  so  heavy 
that  the  man  haif-rele.ascd  Ids  lia-ndvs, 
and.  in  another  minute  Buffalo -Billy 
would^  probably  have  succeeded  in  free¬ 
ing  himself  and  making  off.  But  the' 
Kentry\s  cry,  bad  not  gone  unheeded. 
It  had  created  a  wild  comfffotion  at  th.e 
camp-fire,  and  the  young  scout,  now  in 


the  mouioiih  qf  Ids  victony,  was/ set  .on 
by  half  a  dozen  inch,  who  pulled  him 
rudely  backward,  with  Iiursli  cries.  ^  ^ 
‘ ‘  Who .  is  it  ’  ’  Gp] in o  demanded ,  his 
question,  eclioed  by  others.  ^ .  > 

Crosscut  looked  inip  the  flushed  faVe 
of  tho.prisoner,  who  was  dragged  to  the 
ffrc;.  .  "  , '  .  .  •  . 

‘Ht^s  that  hoy!”  he  cried' in  •utter 
amazement.  “.Colino,  youh'e  made  a 
capture!  Don’t  let  him  gct  aw^ayl 
Kill  1dm,  now  that  yoidyo  got  him! 
And  1  say , ”  b e  a  d d cd ,  ‘ ^  his  pa- r d  m ii s fc 
bo  .near  here.  I'hey  always  hunt  to¬ 
gether,  like  a  pair  of  snakes. ” 

Buffalo  Bijly,  even  in  ihal  w  Idrl  .of 
excitement^ had  thought  of  Rip  Grande 
Robw  He  had  .more  than  Jiaif  •  esy ected 
that  Roundtree,  would  dash  to  his 'as¬ 
sistance,  in  spit-o.of  the  peril j  for  he 
knew  how  covrageous  his  pard  was 
w'lien  courage  was  demanded. 

y  quick  order  was  given  by  Oolino. 
and  two  or  three  men  slipped  out  into 
the  darkness  away  from  ihe  light  of  the 
fire.  The  others,  with  Brace  .Benson 
rn-id.  Crosscut,  •gathered  ;  about,  the 
prisoner,  many  of  ihem  with  uplifted 
hands,  as  if  they  meant/ to  sinke  him.*  * 
Buffa lo .  Bi Ik,  so w  tha t  i  here  wa s  not 
a  gleam  of  hope  for  him  in  any  of  the 
faces  around  him.  He  •  felt  that  if 
Roundtree 'did  not  come  to  his  aid  his 
minutes  w'ere'  nuriibered. 

“Look  you  here  !  ”  commanded  Colino, 
with  sudden  fierceness^  •  “  \'ou  remem¬ 
ber  when  you  kicked  me  at  Brace  Ben¬ 
son's,  after  the  fire?” 

The  young  scout  stared  into  Colino's 
face,  and  for  the  first  time  reco.gnised 
him  as  the  onan  who  had  been  Jiidmg 
imdcr  the  old  clothes,  and  who  had 
called  himself  a  cowboy  arid  given  Ais 
name  as  Sam  Adair.  The  recognition 
did  not  tend  to  allay  his  fears. 

“You:  and  your  pard  kicked  and 
choked  me  then  like  as  if  I  w^as  a  dog,” 
Colino  continued.^  “  iCs  my  turri'now' ! 
What  are  you  doing  here.^” 

Buffalo  Billy  drew'  himself  up  sturdily. 
He  resolved  not  to  show  fear  in  the 
presence  of  these  nien.  ’ 

•  “ITLseo  you  hanged  before  IMl  answer 
any  of  your  questions/’  he  said.  '  - 
Due  of ; the  .men  picked  up  a  brand 
from  the  fire  and  thrust  it  near  . the 
lad’s  .throat.  ,  ■  . 
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‘‘Shall  I  ^car  him?”  he  asked. 

But  another  of  the  Firebrands 
plucked  away  the  burning  stick,  saying  : 

“  Tell  us  what  you’re  doing  in  this 
country.  Oh,  w^o  know  who  you  are!” 

Buffalo  Billy  firmly  closed  liis  lips. 

“You  won’t  answer,  eh?”  roared 
Juan  Colino.  “Are  your  rifles  ready, 
hoys?  Tie  his  hands.” 

Billy  was  quickly  seized  and  his 
hands  and  feet  bound  with  rope.  Then 
he  was  carried  to  a  knoll  a  little  dis¬ 
tance  away,  and  a  firing  party  of  three 
men  lined  up  in  front  of  him,  with  rifles 
held  in  readiness.  ' 

Colino  took  out  a  watch  and  began  to 
count  off  the  seconds. 

“I’ll  give  you  just  a  minute  to  speak 
— no  more  1  If  you  don’t  open  your 
mouth  at  the  end  of  that  time,  I’ll 
order  my  men  to  shoot  you!” 

There  was  no  relenting  in  his  tone. 
Buffalo  Billy  could  not  doubt  that  he 
meant  every  word,  and  that  at  the  ex¬ 
piration  of  the  minute  thos^  rifles  would 
belch  forth  their  contents  and  ho  v;o'uld 
fall  a  corpse  ^  if  ho  did  not  reply  to 
Colino’s  questions. 

Twenty  seconds  went  by.  Thirty 
seconds.  The  nerve  strain  w’as  terrible, 
and  the  youn^  scout  felt  his  courage 
failing.  The  silence  v/as  like  that  of  a 
graveyard.  Not  a  man  spoke.  Only 
Colino,  standing  there  with  the  watch 
in  his  hand,  slov/ly  counting. 

Suddenly  a  revolver-shot  rang  out, 
followed  by  wild  cries  and  the  tramping 
of  hoofs,  throwing  all  into  confusion. 
Colino  turned,  with  the  watch  in  his 
hand.  Then  out  of  the  gloom  of  the 
night  there  leaped  horse  and  rider. 
The  horseman  was  Rio  Grande  Rob. 

Buffalo  Billy’s  pard  had  not  been- 
idle  all  those  minutes.  He  had  seen 
and  understood  what  had  happened, 
knew  well  the  peril  of  his  nard,  and 
had  acted  without  delay,  \\%en  Bob 
saw  the  searchers  hurry  out  into  the 
darkness  under  Colino’s  instruction,  he 
got\aw^ay  from  the  vicinity  wdth  great 
stealth  and  celerity,  and  ran  to  the 
hoppled  horses.  One  of  these,  the 
largest  and  strongest,  as 'well  as  the 
fleetest,  he  released  and  got  ready  for 
the  desperate  plan  that  was  forming  u\ 


his  mind.  '  ’ 

The  firelight  was  to  be  seen  from  that 


point,  wdth  the  excited  figures  gVPuped 
about  it.  He  saiv  lii&youiig  friend -tied 
and  stood  out -on  the  knoll  to  bo  shot, 
and  it  did  not  need'w'ords  to  explain^io 
him  the  meaning  of  the  scene  -before 
him.  Drawing  his  revel  very  h6”threw 
himself  on  the  horse’s  back  and  urged 
it  towards  the  camp-fire.  Ho  came 
like  a  whirlwind,  too,  utterly  reckless 
of  consenuences,-  as  ^  it  seemed.  At 
every  leap  of  the  big  horse  his  re¬ 
volver  spoke,  and  one  of  those  fierce 
and  terrifying  yells  came  from  his  lips. 

The  noise  made  by  Bob  and  the  horse, 
with  the  crack,  crack  of  the  revolver, 
was  demoralising.  It  was  hard  to  tell 
whether  cne  or  a  dozen  men  were  charg¬ 
ing  the  camp,  and  Colino’s  followers, 
surprised  and  thrown  into  a  half-panic, 
fell  back  before  his  onset.  It  was  all 
done  in  less  than  a  minute!  Round-^ 
tree  crashed  through  the  crowed  about 
the  camp-fire,  and  then,  seizing  Buffalo 
Billy,  wdio  still  stood  nelxjlessly  bound 
on  the  knoll,  he  pulled  him  up  in  front 
of  him  on  the  back  of  the  horse,  Indian 
fashion. 

“Hang  on!”  he  whispered. 

Then  ho  half-turned  and  vsent  the  last 
shot  out  of  his  revolver  at  Juan  Colino, 
who  wns  recovering' his  wits  and  begin¬ 
ning  to  shout  out  orders.  The  bullet 
cut  through  Colino’s  hat,  but  it  dM 
sufficiently  disconcert  the  chief  of  the 
Firebrands  to  cause  him  to'  cease  his 
commands.  He  had  got  out  his  own 
pistol,  and  now  began  to  fire  at  the 
retreating  forms,  urging  his  men  to  do 
the  same,  and  a  ram  ot  rifle  and  re¬ 
volver  bullets  stormed  around  Bob’s 
head.  But  they  w’-ere  ineffectual.  The 
horse  received  a  slight  w^ound  in  the 
shoulder,  but  neither  Buffalo  Billy  nor 
Roundtree  was  hurt. 

Colino  saw,  as  did  also  Brace  Benson 
and  Lieutenant  Crosscut,  how  needful 
it  was  to  keep  these  men  from  getting 
away. 

The  Firebrands  requii'ed  no  urging. 
In  a  very  short  time  a  number  of  them 
had  their  horses  ready  and  were  thun¬ 
dering  along  after  the  fugitives. 

Bob  Roundtree  pulled-  Billy  a  little 
higher  on  the  shoulders  of  the  horse, 
then  reached  over  and  cut  the  bonds 
thnt  held  the  lad’s  hands  and  feet. 

“We’ll  try  it  double,”  he  said,  slow’- 
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iiig  the  pace-  of  the  horse.  “liido' 
''astride  in  front  of  me!” 

Buifalo  Billy  lost  no  time  in  obeying. 
He  was  soon  seated  astride,  and  they 
hurried  on  again^  changing  their  course 
to  bathe  the  pursuers. 

The  double  load  told  painfully  on  the 
horse,  and  if  it  had  been  .daylight,  in¬ 
stead  of  night,  the  young  detective 
and  his  pard  would  have  been  over¬ 
taken,  for  Colino's  men  rode  some  fast 
animals.  But,  by  doubling  and  twist¬ 
ing,  their  Firebrand  pursuers  were  at 
length  given  the  slip. 

*  *  *  •»  .# 

^'Haltl  Who  goes  there 

The  challengo  came  from  the  sentry 
at  the  soldiers^  camp,  and  was  dii’ectcd 
to  Buffalo  Billv  and  Bob  Boundtree. 
Thev  made  the  declaration  that  thov 
wbre  friends,  showed  the  passes  fur¬ 
nished  by  Captain  Marclimont  and 
gave  the  countersign,  a,nd  were  per¬ 
mitted  to  pass. 

When  past  the^  sentry  they  dis¬ 
mounted  and,  leading  the  tired  horse, 
went  on  to  MarelimonCs  tent,  where 
.they  made  their  presence  known  and 
asked  for  an  interview,  in  spite  of  tlio 
unseemly  hour.  Scarcely  had  they  done 
so  when  they  again  heard  the  sentry 
call  out: 

^^Who  goes  there 

•  Buffalo  Billy  had  come  to  a  stern  re¬ 
solve.  ^  He  knew,  now,  that  Crosscut 
was  a  villain  of  the  deepest  dye,  a  mem¬ 
ber  of  Colino’s  band,  and  a  double-faced 
traitor,  and.  knowing  all  this,  he  in¬ 
tended  to  denounce  him  to  Captain 
Marchmont  without  further  delay.  Not 
only  that,  he  intended  to  "dcinand 
Crosscut's  vnrrcst  and  surrender  to  the 
civil  authorities  for  trial. 

Marchmont  came  to  the  door  of  the 
tent,  somewhat  bcvtdldered  by  the  re¬ 
quest  for  an  interview  at  that  time. 
He  had  been  aroused  from  sleep.  Back 
within  yie  tent  a  lamp  had  been  lighted, 
and,  ,as  the  captain  appeared,  his  form 
dimly  revealed  by  its  lights,  BuffaJo 
Billy  stepped  foi-ward,  hat  in  hand. 
Captain  Marchmont  could  not  see  him 
plainly,  and  called  out  suspiciously : 

“  Who'6  that  out  there?  Is  that  you, 
Cody?” 

Tile  tone  Reemed  to  indicate  that  the 
captairds  mind  had  been  poisoned 
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against  Buffalo  Billy,  probably  by  the 
allegations  of  Licutenoni  Crosscui. 

The  young  bcout  promptly  informeci 
the  captain  who  lie  was,  and  what  he 
wanted,  at  the  same  time  stepping 
nearer;  aiid  then,  out  of  the  da-rknesr^ 
behind  him,  a  revolver  flamed,  and 
Captain  Marc'limont  dropped  to  the 
ground  without  a  cry.  The  wdidcst 
commotion  followed.  Though  Bio 
Grande  Bob  almost  felt  the  powder 
burn  his  shoulder,  he  did  not  see  who 
it  was  that  fired  the  sliot.  The  mur¬ 
derously-minded  wretch  leaped  back¬ 
ward  before  Bound  tree  could  turn. 

Buffalo  Billy  sprang  forward  and 
tried  to  lift  the  fallen  form  of  the  cap¬ 
tain.  A-  sense  of  horror  thrilled  him. 
He  did  not  doubt  that  murder  had  been 
doUbcratelv  committed. 

Bob  B.ouudtrcc,  almost  as  mueli  ex¬ 
cited  as  Ills  pard,  dashed  Into  the  tent, 
snatched  up  the  lamp,  and  ran  out  with 
it  that  he  might  ascertain  the  character 
of  the  captain's  injury  and  know  what 
to  do. 

The  soldiers  were  collecting  by  this 
lime,  and  a.  sergeant  pushed  forward 
with  loud  inquiries.  Behind  the  ser¬ 
geant  came  Lieutenant  Crosscut,  also 
voluble  with  ouestious  and  in  apparent 
great  mental  distress. 

“Seize  those  men!”  he  commanded 
when  liis  eyes  fell  on  Billy  and  Bound- 
tree.  ‘^Tliey  are  the  men  who  have 
done  this !  ” 

A  dozen  hands  w^cro  reached  forward 
to  oxccute  the  ^  order.  Both  Bob 
Bquildtrcc  and  his  young  pard  drew 
j ndignan tly  back . 

“Ah,  what  is  tliis.^”  Crosscut  nues- 
iioned,  stooping  to  pick  up* something 
against  which  his  foot  had  stumbled^ 
and  holding  it  aloft. 

It  was  Buffalo  Billy’s  revolver,  which 
had  been  taken  from  him  by  Colin  o’ s 
men  at  the  time  of  his  capture  that 
vei*y  night. 

Crosscut  tnrned'ifc  over  and  examined 
it  :^  then  slipped  out  the  oylmder.  One 
of  its  chambers  was  empty.  Ho  held  it 
up,  exhibiting  the  empty  chamber. 

“It'S  clear  who  shot  the  captain,”  he 
declai'ed,  'with  fierce  vehemence, 
“Take  charge  of  this  revolver,  sergeant. 

, We’ll  need  it  as  evidence.” 

,“I\ot  so  fasti”  Bound  tree  protested. 
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‘‘That  captain  of  yours  mayn’t  be  dead, 
though  there’s  soiue  that  hopes  he  is,  I 
don’t)  doubt.  ” 

Ho  shot  a  meaning  glance  at  Cross^ 
cut,  who  was  bending  over  tho  captain. 
It  was  clear  to  Buifalo  Billy  and  lois 
pard  that  Lieutenant  Crosscut  had  shot 
his  superior  officer,  and  that  he  had 
used  that  revolver  to  cause  it  to  seem 
that  Billy  was  the  murderer.  They 
believed,  also,  that  Crosscut  had  gone 
about  the  thing  with  some  deliberation, 
knowing  that  he  would  be  the  ono  in 
command  after  Marchmont’s  death,  and 
anxious  to  have  supreme  control  for  a 
while,  that  be  might  dispose  of  those 
dangerous  enemies.  However,  it 
became  clear,  as  water  was  applied  and 
the  wound  examined,  that  the  shot  was 
not  a  fatal  one — not  even  seriously  dan¬ 
gerous  in  its  character,  and  the  captain 
would  soon  be  well  again. 

Buffalo  Billy  and  Bob  Boundtree  were 
not  permitted  to  Unger  longei',  but 
were  led  away  and  thrust  into  a  tent, 
where  a  double  gnard  was  s-et  over  them. 
They  knew  that  the  situation  was 
serious,  their  peril  very  real. 

Captain  Marchmont  was  respected  by 
his  men.  The  Soldiers  bad  seen  the 
accusing  revolver  held  up  by  Crosscut, 
and  had  no  reason  to  doubt  the  truth¬ 
fulness  of  the  charges  or  the  lieutenant’s 
motives  in  making  them.  That  Cross¬ 
cut  was  not  personally  popular  did  not 
matter  in  a  case  like  this.  The  story 
that  the  young  scout  had  shot  the  cap¬ 
tain  went  around  the  camp  like  wildlire, 
and  a  settled  rage  at  once  resulted. 

Crosscut  talked  to  the  sergeant  as  the 
wound  was  examined  and  the  captain 
made  comfortable,  speaking  all  the  time 
in  a  way  to  bo  heard  by  the  assistants 
and  soldiers  grouped  about,  asserting 
that  Buffalo  Billy  and  Bob  B^oundtree 
were  members  of  Colino’s  band  of 
Bough  Biders,  and  vspeeulating  as  to 
why.  they  bad  so  boldly  attempted  tho 
murder. 

The  credulous  soldiers  listeued,  be- 
lievingly,  as  Crosscut  stated  his  notion 
that  Bdly  and  Boundtree,  knowing 
Colino  was  in  peril  from  the  presence 
of  the  soldiers  under  the  leadership  of 
C  a.ptain  IMarehmont,  had  hoped  to  turn 
the  soldiers  back  by  murdering  their 
commander,  thinking,  by  the  very 
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daring  with  which  tho  deed  was  com¬ 
mitted,  to  escape  suspicion. 

Captain  Marchmont  was  placed  on. 
the  cot  in  his  tent,  and  the  &iu‘geon, 
who  had  now  como  forward  and  had 
charge  of  the  case,  ordered  the  applica¬ 
tion  of  strong  stimulants. 

‘‘Will  he  die.  surgeon?”  Crosscait 
questioned,  Intrdly  able  to  conceal  his 
real  feelings  on  the  subject. 

The  surgeon  looked  into  the  captain’s 
face  and  felt  his  pulse, 

“Not  a  bit  of  it !  He’s  worth  a  dozen 
dead  men !  ITl  have  him  sitting  up  and 
giving  his  orders  to  all  before  morning.” 

The  traitor  lieutenant  turned  away 
wdth  great  bitterness  of  heart.  He  c-ould 
not  consider  that  his  plans  had  beep  a 
success  so  long  as  Marchmont  lived. 

CHAPTER  7. 

hiziio  Bc^n^on’s  Heroism. — The  Tell* 

tale  Letter, 

Lizzin  sat,  almost  oroiicbed, 

in  the  tent  that  had  been  assigned  'to 
her  and  her  uncle  while  that  wdld 
tumult  raged.  In  her  inmost  heart  she 
knew  that  Buffalo  Billy  was  not  guilty 
of  the  crime  Lieutenant  Crosscut  had 
so  ffea'cely  cliarged  him  with.  She  did 
not  knew  that  Crosscut,  as  well  as  her 
uncle,  belonged  to  Colino^ s  band  of 
Bough  Riders.  She  had  carefully  r^ad 
the  note  Billy  had  sent  her  by  the  hand 
of  the  captain’s  son,  and  now,  when  she 
felt  that  he  was  in  such  great  peril,  she 
hesitated,  not  knowdng  what  to  do-,  until 
she  got  out  the  note  and  re-read  it.  If 
anything  was  needed  to  convince  her 
fiut-her  of  the  innocence  of  the  young 
fe'CDut,  she  found  it  in  that  note,  and 
her  resolve  was  at  once  taken. 

Impelled  by  overmaistering  curiosity, 
the  girl  left  the  tent  and  walked  to¬ 
wards  that  of  the  ca]:d;‘am,  where  she 
saw  the  soldiers  gathered.  A  good  deal 
of  time  had  elapsed  since  the  firing  of 
tho  shot.  Buffalo  Billy  and  Boundtree 
were  under  guard,  and  she  quickly 
became  aware  of  the  fact  that  Lieu¬ 
tenant  Crosscut  and  her  uncle.  Brace 
Benson,  wei'o  not  at  the  captain’s  tent. 
They  were  in  the  lee  of  a  rock,  near 
Benson’s  tent,  a  discovery  she  made  by 
hearing  a  single  word  incautiously 
uttered  by  her  uncle-  The  word  held 
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a  groat  deal  of  meaning.  Sho  ha.d 
meant  to  appx’oaoh  and'  speak  to  'them ; 
now  she  decided  to  •approach  without 
making  her  presence  known,  and  thus 
hear  whgt  they  were  talking  about. 

Let’s  seel”  Crosscut  was  saying. 
“It’s  only  a  little  over  three  hours  till 
daylight.  Can  you  get  Colino  and  the 
boys  here  in  that  time  ?” 

The  reply  came  in  the  voice  of  her 
uncle : 

“They  were  to  collect  at  the  dove^ 
cote,  you  know.  Yes,  I  reckon  I  caJi 
make  it.” 

The  “dove-cote”  was  a  rocky  bluff 
filled  with  holes,  which  gave  it  a  fancied 
resemblance  to  a  very  large  ]>igeon- 
house. 

“  We  can’t  fail  in- this  thing,”  Cross¬ 
cut  half-wliispered.  “The  captain  will 
be"  all  right  in  a  little  while,  eonfovind 
him  1  thou  gilt  he  was  done  for. 
We’ve  got^^to  move  quick,  before  he  re¬ 
covers-  You  must  get  the  hoys  here 
and  have  them  make  an  assault  on  the 
camp,  pretending  that  they  are  trying 
to^  rescue  the  prisoners.  Everyone 
Thinks  the  chaps  belong  to  Colino ’s 
harxd,  and  that  will  make  it  seem  cer¬ 
tain.  Of  course  they’ll  be  shot  in  the 
melee  that  follows,  and  we’ll  be  rid  of 
them  for  good.” 

The  listening  girl  was  filled  with 
horror.  Such  villainy  she  luvd  never 
dreamed  possible.  She  could  not  doubt 
that  her  uncle  -and  Crosscut  were 
members  of  that  terrible  baud  of  Rough 
Riders  of  the  Rio  Grande,  of  whom  she 
had  heard  so  much  under  the  name  of 
Colino’s  Firebrands.  Nor  could  she 
doubt  that  one  of  the  speakers  had  shot 
the  captain. 

“We’ve  got  to  carry  the  thing 
through,”  she  heard  Crosscut  con¬ 
tinue.  “If  we  don’t,  it’s  all  up  with 
both  of  us.  Unless”^ — and  here  lie  hesi¬ 
tated — “I  can  make  it  seem  that  their 
evidence  is  not  worth  listening  to.  I 
thought,  u'lth  I^Inrchnmnt  out  of  the 
^’ay,  we’d  hawe  things  just  as  we  wanted 
them.  I  took  away  that  young  scoun¬ 
drel’s  badge  and  documents,  so  that,  no 
matter  what  happened,  he  couldn’t 
again  show  his  authority  for  playing  de¬ 
tective.  But  all  that  won’t  matter  if 
the  Captain  is  all  right  and  in  com¬ 
mand,  for  he  has  seen  those  things.  No, 


there  is  onlj"  one  sure  way.  Have  Colino 
molve  a  dash,  as  if  to  roficue  them,  and, 
in  the  dafen'ce,  we’ 11  see  that  the  detec¬ 
tives  got  bullets  through  them.” 

“And  I  reckon  I’d  better  be  raovin^ 
my  legs  to  do  that !  ”  declared  Brace 
Benson,  rising  softly.  “I’ll  take  that 
big  black  horse  and  X’il  make  him  ily.” 

“Yes,  therebs  no  time  to  lose,”  Cross¬ 
cut  advised.  “kMove  as  if  imps  were 
after  you.  I’ll  have  everything  here 
ready  i’or  you.  We’re  bound  to  win.” 

When  they  v/ere  gone  Lizzie  Benson 
crept  breathlessly  back  to  her  tent,  her 
mind  in  a  whirl  of  uncertainty  and  con¬ 
fusion,  She  did  not  know  what  to  do. 
But  there  was  one  thing  that  rose  above 
©very  other  thought — she  must  do  some¬ 
thing  to  save  the  prisoners  from  death. 

Tlie  girl  waited  in  the  tent  until  half 
an  ho\ir  or  more  had  passed,  filled  with 
a.  fierce  impatience,  yet  fearing  to 
emerge.  And  all  that  while  she  was 
striving  to  decide  on  the  best  manner 
of  aiding  the  prisoners.  By  the  talk  of 
the  soldiers,  who  now  and  then  passed, 
she  learned  that  Marchmont  was  still  m 
an  unconscious  condition.  She  had  been 
to  the  captain’s  tent  and  offered  her 
services;  now  she  resolved  to  go  again. 
He  might  regain  Ins  senses,  even  while 
she  was  there,  and  furnish  the  oppor- 
^l-unitv  she  sought  of  warning  him  of  the 
dreadful  thing  contemplated. 

Lizzie  went  to  the  tent  and  was  ad¬ 
mitted.  But  she  was  not  favoured. 
Marchmont  as  if  breathing  his  last, 
though  the  surgeon,  who  was  present, 
assured!  her  that  -the  captain’s  con¬ 
dition  was  very  favourable.  There  was 
no  one  in  the  camp  to  whom  she  now 
dared  to  go  with  her  story.  She  went 
hack  to  her  tent  and  was  again  consider¬ 
ing  the  situation.  She  knew  that  her 
uncle  had  ridden  away  to  bring  Co.lino’s 
men,  and  that  Crosscut  wms  awaiting 
the  coveted  opportunity  to  slioot  the 
prisoners.  The  lieutenant  was  in  com¬ 
mand',  while  Marchmont  lav  uncon¬ 
scious,  and  this  fact  decided  lier  on  a 
step  she  would  otherwise  have  drawn 
back  from  with  terror  and  trembling. 

All  interest  was  centred  in  the  cai> 
tain’s  tent,  and  Lizzie  Benson  was  not 
seen  when  she  slipped,  sliadow-like, 
through  the  darkness  and  crept  surrei> 
titiously  to  the  rear  of  the  guard-tent 
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%vhich  was  oebupied  by  Buffalo  Billy  and 
Bob  Roiuidtree.  Altkough  the  tent  wa^a 
doubly  ^.uarded,  she  managed  to  writhe 
up  to  it  from  the  rear  and  to  thinist  her 
head  under  the  canvas.  She  drew  back 
with  a  start.  The  tent  was  dimly 
lighted,  h  low-burning  lamp  having  been 
set  on  a  box  near  the  centre  to  illu- 
ininate  it  and  render  its  occupants 
visible  to  the  guards. 

A  blanket  was  lying  near,  which  the 
girl  cautiously  da'ow  about  her  head. 
Then  she  looked  again  and  discoveredl 
that  the  prisoners  were  tightly  bound. 
With  the  blanjtet  drawn  about  her  sh^ 
crawled  forward,  dropping  down  when¬ 
ever  sbe  heard  the  guards.  The  blanket 
was  so  excellent  a  concealment  that 
they  wonid  probably  not  have  observed 
iier  had  they  looked  in.  But  Buffalo 
Billy,  who  was  wide  aw^ake,  saw  her. 
He  was  discreet  enough,  however,  to 
keep  silent.  Then  he  beheld  her  draw 
the  blanket  from  about  her  face,  and, 
rechguising  her,  was  too  bewildered  to 
speak.  She  pushed  a  small  pocket-knife 
towards  him,  then  crawled  still  nearer 
and  whispered: 

‘yDon^t  move!  Don’t  say  a  word! 
I’ve  corae  to  help  you!  You’ll  be  killed 
if  you  stay  here,’^ 

Bob  Roundtree  rolled  over,  rubbed  his 
eyes,  and  Icvoked  her  full  in  the  face. 
Her  w^ords  had  awakened  him.  Be 
understood  the  situation  and  made  no 
further  movement. 

‘•The  captain  W'ill  get  well/^  )She  con¬ 
tinued.  You  must  leave  here.  Cross¬ 
cut  is  to  have  you  killed.  I  haven’t 
time  to  explain  more.  But  you  must  go. 
You  must  trust  me.” 

The  words  w^ere  whispered  so  lowly 
ihat  the  closest  attention  w’as  needed 
to  render  them  intelligible.  However, 
they  came  to  Buffalo  Billy  quite  clearly, 
and  this  reiteration  of  her  commands, 
and  the  entreaty  in  her  voice,  decided 
him.  He  hesitated  no  longer,,  but  cut 
the  bonds  that  held  his  feet,  and  then 
those  that  bound  his  parch 

Liy.zie  was  already  turning  to  crawd 
awTiV,  but  he  thrust  the  knife  back  into 
her  hands,  and  then  follow  ed  her,  he 
and  Roxindtree  moving  across  the  floor 
of  the  tent  with  the  stillness  and  almost 
the  slowness  of  a  shadow^  crawding  across 
the  face  of  a  dial.  Aiinosx  five  miiuites 


elapsed  before  they  found  themselves 
outside  of  the  tent  and  craw^ling  away 
from  it  into  the  darkness.  When  they 
liad  covered  a  good  distance  and  began 
to  feel  more  .secure  they  halted,  and 
Buffalo  Billy  turned  inquiringly  to  the 
girl. 

must  go  hack  to  our  tent,”  she 
wdiispered.  ‘*you  must  not  stay  here. 
Get  out  of  the  camp  as  quick!}’  as  you 
can.” 

And  she  told  what  she  had  heard 
passing  between  Crosscut  and  her  uncle. 

“Then  w’e^ll  go  on,”  said  the  young 
scoutr-deteotive.  **  I’rsi  almost  sorry  you 
put  yourself  in  such  danger  for  us.  But. 
tve  wdll  go.  The  time  will  come,  I  am 
sure,  when  w^e  can  show  w’e  aro'  not 
guilty  and  run  down  these  scamps.” 

Lizzie  Benson  turned  back  to  hext 
tent,  and  the  fiigitives/ slipped  away  in 
the  direction  of  the  horses,  wTiich  were 
corralled  further  down  the  valle}’.  By 
careful  manoeuvring  they  passed  the 
sentries  and  were  approaching  tlie 
horscv^  when  an  outcry  and  commotion 
announced  that  their  escape  from  the 
guard- tent  had  l>een  discovered. 

Buffalo  Billy  rose  to  his  fe^t  and 
glanced  back. 

use  delaying  now,”  be  eaid. 
^AVe  must  have  a  pair  of  horses, 
■whether  they  are  ours  or  not.” 

The  horses  were  not  a  dozen  yards 
away,  and  fortunately  the  attention  of 
the  sentries  in  charge  of  them  was 
drawn  at  that  instan  t  towards  the  camp, 
where  the  sounds  of  alarm  w’ere  rising. 

The  young  scout  leaped  to  one  horse 
and  Bob  Roundtree  to  another.  The 
hopples  were  cast  off  the  animals,  and 
each  horse,  though  w-ithout  saddle  or 
bridle,  but  with  a  rider  on  its  back, 
raced  at  a  rapid  rate  out  of  the  valley 
towards  the  below.  The  sentries' 
rifles  cracked  and  the  alarm  resolved 
itself  into  a  general  tumult.  But 
Buffalo  Billy  and  his  parcl  w’ere  already 
beyond  the  reach  of  succe.ssful  pursuit. 

*  *  -Tr  *  * 

Captain  IMarclunont  had  been  uncon¬ 
scious  from  the  moment  the  shot  was 
fired  that  brought  liim  down  in  tho  door 
of  his  tent. 

When  the  alarm  sounded  everyone 
hurried  out  of  the  tent,  even  to  the 
surgeon.  The  last  'Co  go  was  Lieu- 
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t'^nant  .Crosscu,t,  who  had  been  sitting 
at  .  the  head  of  the  .pot  studying  the 
>vbiihded'oliicer^s  face.'  .  . 

^v  'l'he  cap ta.in,  .aroused  to  full  conscious- 
by  the,  outcry,  lifted  hiniseli  on  hi  a 
elbow.  As  he  did  so  he  b-eheld  a  folded 
sheet  of  paper  that  had  dropped  from 
Crosscut’s  pocket.  The  light  from  the 
lamp  that  shone  at  the  head  of  the  cot 
clearly  revealed  the  writing.  Seeing  its 
value,  and  feeling  justified  in  the  act, 
l>ecause  of  its  impottance  and  the  sin¬ 
gular  address  it  iDore,  Captain  M-arch- 
mcnt  leaned  over,  .picked  it  from  the 
ground,  and v  ran  over  it  ^with  staring 
eyes.  It  was  a.  letter  which  Lieutenant 
Grosiseut  had  written  to  Captain  Colino, 
the  chief  of  the  Rough  Riders,  and  was 
of  a  startling  character.  It  .contained 
on  account  of  how  Crosscut  had  shot  the 
captain,  and  his  reasons  for  doing  it, 
which  vshowed  that  his  intention  had 
been  to  kill.  Not  only,  that,  it  con¬ 
tained  an  outline  of  the  plot  to  bring 
about  the  death  of  the.  prisoners,  Buffalo 
Billy  and  Bob  Roundtree. 

Marchmoxit  stared  as  if  stupefied. 
His  whole  irame  shook,  and  his  face, 
'which  had  been  white  and  bloodless 
before,  grew  absolutely  ashen.  But  the 
information  held  in  that  letter  had 
really  strengthened  .the  captain  instead 
of  weakening  him.  It  was  like  a  strong 
stinaulant.  He  folded  it  and  placed  it 
in  the  bosom  of  his  shirt,  where  he  felt 
it  would  be  safe.  Then  he  lay  back  on 
the  cot  and  closed  his  eyes  in  a  vain 
endeaycur  to  think  clearly  and  con¬ 
nectedly.  A  xna7.e  of  doubt  suddenly 
encompassed  him.  He  liad  never 
dreamed  that  Crosscut  was  one  of  the 
Texas  Firebrands.  Many  things  that 
had  seemed  enigmatical  before  became 
clear  as  he  reclined  there,  forgetful  of 
the  tumult,  thinking,  thinking! 

traitor!’^  he  at  length  hissed. 

The  traitor  I  And  to  think  that  I  have 
been  so  blind  ! 

He  lifted  himself  again  and  looked 
down  at  the  spot  w-here  he  had  seen  the 
letter  lying,  and  became  aware  that 
another  paper  lay  there.  He  half-rose 
and  picked  it  up,  and  as  he  read  it  an 
exclamation  broke  from  his  pallid  bps. 
it  also  had  been  written  by  Crosscut, 
and  it.  made  the  astonishing  declaration 
that  the  girl  ,kn9-wn  as  Lizzie  Benson 


was  not  the  niece  of  Brace  Benson,  but 
the  daughter  of  Captaiia  Alaichmont, 
and  that  her  name  w'as  Bessie  alarch- 
mont!  - 

Good  heavens!  can  this  be 
he  W’iJdjy  questioned,  pressing  a  hand 
to  Ins  wounded  and  aching  head. 

Then  he  re-read  the  letter  with  star¬ 
ing  eyes.  This  is  how  it  ran: 

“I  found  this  out  by  a  sort  of  half¬ 
accident.  Benson  .spoke  of  it  in  his 
sleep  one  night  when  I  was  camping 
with  him,  and  used  the  name  of  Lee 
Dayton.  I  w’ent  to  Dayton  the  next 
day,  pretended  to  know  ail  about  it,  and 
got  the  truth  our  of  him,  so  far  as  he 
could  give  it  to  me.  It  seems  that 
Captain  Marchmont  had  a  daugliter 
■who  W’as  two  or  three  years  old  when 
the  campaign  against  Kizell  and  his 
Apa-ches  wms  going  on  in  Arizona.  He 
took  the ‘little  girl  and  her  mother,  his 
w’ife,  to  some  fort  down  there,  where 
he  could  he  near  them.  One  day,  w’hile 
his  wife  and  daughter  were  strolling 
W’ith  some  friends  in  a  canyon  within 
sight  of  the  fort,  a  lot  of  Apaches  crept 
on  them  and  killed  every  one  in  the 
erow-d  except  the  little  girl,  w’hom  they 
carried  aw’ay. 

y  Dayton  and  another  chap,  botli 
raining  at  the  time,  had  the  good  luck 
to  rescue  the  girl  two  years  afteiwvards. 
They  found  her  w’ith  an  old  Apache,  and 
bought  her  for  a  rifle  and  a  fiask  of 
w’hisky,  and,  not  know’ing  who  she  was, 
carried  hei’  w’ith  them  into  the  mines. 
They  found  a  locket  tied  to  her  neck, 
with  a  picture  and  a  piece  of  paper  in 
it,  the  paper  saying  her  name  was  Bessie 
Marchmont.  They  didn't  know  of  anv 
Marohmonts,  and  they  began  to  like  the 
little  girl,  and  after  a  w’hile  thev  began 
not  to  want  to  find  any  of  the'March- 
monts. 

‘^At  length  Dayton'vS-  partner  died, 
and  he  got,  as  ^  a  new’  pard.  Brace 
Benson,  whom  he  ran  across  in  Silver 
City,  it  seems.  Benson  got  it  into  iiis 
head  that  maybe  it  w’ould  be  money  in 
their  pockets  if  he  could  find  the  little 
girl's  folks,  and  he  made  some  inqiiiries, 
but  it  did  not  amount  to  any  tiring. 
Then  Dayton  fell  ill  •with  the  mountain 
fever,  and  before  ho  was  w’ell  Benson 
had  to  leave  that  part,  having  got  mixed 
up  in. a  shooting  scrape.  He  took  tJie 


1*4 


THE  TEXAS.  1 1  RE  BRAS  DS.- 


LONG  STORIES  of 
BUFFALO  BILL 


APPE^Va  IN 


Buffalo 

Novels 


Bill 


PrlGO  4d> 


Two  new  books  of  this  series  are 
published  on  the  Third  Thursday  of 
each  month j,  some  recent  numbers 
being-:— 

43*  Buifalo  Bill's  First  Trail 

.  \ 

41-  The  Crimson  Arrow 

4S.  Buffalo  BUI  on  Secret 

•  « 

Service 

40.  The  Renegade  Queen 

47.  Buffalo  Bill  and  the  Bold 

King 

48.  The  Amazon  of  the  West 

49.  Buffalo  Bill  at  “  Last 

Chance  ” 

§0.  Hermits  of  the  Grand 

Canyon 

51.  Buck  Taylor 
82.  The  Tigers  of  Texas 
53.  Buffalo  Bill’s  Big  Haul 
84,  •  Buffalo  Bill’s  False  Ally 

Of  all  Qieivsagents  'price  Ad.,  or 
post  free  from  the  Publisher  j or 

54d.  in  Stamps. 

THE  GOODSHIP  HOUSE 

,  (Aldine  Publishing  Co.,  LtdO^ 

Crown  Court,  Chancery  Lane,  W.C. 


^^irl  with  him.  Uayton  did  not  see  liiru 
again  until  last  jeat%  here  in  Texas. 
Then  Benson  was  calling  the  girl  Lizzie 
Benson,  and  was  saying  she  was  his 
niece.  As  it  had  been  a  long  time,  and 
Dayton  had  almost  forgotten' the  <.’hj-kl, 
he  let  it  pa>S3  at  that,  especially  as 
Benson  seemed  to  tliihk  a  great  deal  of 
her  and  did  not  want  her  to  know  she 
w^as  no  kin  to  him. 

‘^Then  we  came  into  the  neighbour-^ 
hood,  and  Benson,^  still  smelling  gold, 
went  to  work  to  discover  something  of 
the  cb.lId^s  kindred.  He  found  out, 
without  any  dotibt,  that  the  giid  wdiom 
he  called  his  niece  was  Marehmont’s 
own  daughter,  fie  has  been  figuring  on 
that  fact  to  get  liixn  out  of  any  scrape 
he  ma3^  fall  into,  for  he  thinJia  the 
captain,  when  he  knows  how  well  he  has 
treated  the  girl,  won^t  push  case 
against  him,  and,  besides,  he’s  caleu- 
lating  to  get  a  pile  of  money  out  of 
Marchmont  for  lestoring  to  him  his 
daugliter.  But  I  am  aiming  to  get 
ahead  of  him,  and  he,  like  a  fool,  is 
helping  me.  He  thinks  it  a  good  idea 
T.O  hare  my  friendship,  and  1  don't  know 
but  he  is  light. 

‘‘Now,  T  intend 'to  marry  the  girl,  and 
ma..':y  her  before  slie  finds  out  that  she 
is  rciated  to  Marehmont.  If  I  w'aited 
till  she  kjiew  t-hat,  1  reckon  my  cake 
would  be  dough.  Benson  is  va'ging' her 
to  marry  me,  or,  at  any  rate,  he  don^t 
seem  to  be  putting  anything  in  my  path. 
Captain  Maixhmont  is  a  very  rich  man 
apart  from  his  pay  as  -an  army  ofticer. 
As  his  soR-in-law’  I  will  come^  in  for  a 
good  round  sum  of  money.  It  is  as  gcod 
a  wny  to  get  money  as  I  know.  I  have 
got  other  ways,  but  they  are  riskier  by 
a  good  deal-^^ 

The  captain's  hands  shook  as  he  read 
this  extraordinary  letter.  It  was  not 
written,  like  the  first,  to  Colino,^  but 
to  a  man  in  Ohio  who  had  been  aiding 
lieutenant  Crosscut  in  some  way. 

Captain  Marchmont  had  heai’d  not 
a  sound  of  all  that  was  occurring  outside 
the  tent,  fie  was  deaf  and  blind  to 
everything  but  the ‘revelations  of  that 
night.  Lizzie  Benson — his  daughter 
Bessie,  whom  he  believed  to  liave  beeii 
Id  lied  so  many  \^ears  ago  bj*  Apaches 
in  Arizona!  He  pictured  his  little  girl 
as  he  had  seen  her  the  last  time,  when 
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Jie  had  parted  from  her  and  her  imlher* 
and  -then  lie  r^alled;  Tfith  the  old  .pan^;; 
how  the  depressing’ news  had  oome  to* 
him  of  her" 'mother’s  death -and  of  the. 
little  girl’s  captoire.  He  rememliered 
iiow  he  had  tried  to  recover  her;  how 
he  had  followed  due  after  cine,  and 
how  his  heart  almost  broke'  when  hb 
became  convinced  that  she,  as  wall  as 
lier  mother,  was  dead. 

The  coplain  was  still  holding  the 
letter  in  his  shaking  hands  when 'a  ^tep 
soiinded^  beside  him,'  and  he  glanced  up 
T-o  see  Lieuteniant  Ci’osscuit.  The  ^eoun- 
drel  had  -entered  softly,  thinldng  the 
<*aptain  still  unoonsoioiis,  and  had  bl^n 
bewiid.ered  ‘  beyond  measure  to.  behol^ 
iMarehmont  sitting  '  erect  in  that» 
manner.  The  wounded  officer  looked 
like  a .  man  who  had  risen  '  ixom  the 
grave,  with  his  white  face  and  the 
bandage  round  his  head. 

**  Do  you  see  thisf!’  lie  said,  and  his 
words  were  almost  a  gurgle,  so  intense 
were  his  emotions.'  “  Yau  wrote  this. 
Tell  me,  is  it  true P” 

Lieutenant  Crossout  in  that  instant 
seemed  to  become  transformed  into  a 
iiemon.  No  doubt  fear  wxis  largely  in- 
stniraental  'in'  the  chaiigo*.  With  one 
swoop  of  his  hand  he  tore  the  letter 
irom  Mar  eh  mentis  lingers,  and  then, 
with  A.  mighty  ]dow%  ho  stmek  the 
captain  senseless.  He  looked  at  tlie 
letter,  to  see  that  it  w^as  a  IT  there,  then 
telt  Wildly  in  the  pocket  from  W’^hich 
the  letter  liad  drapped  out!  He  dis¬ 
covered  that  the  other  letter  was  also 
gone.  Then  he  observ’cd  the  dimnunged 
shirt-front  where  the  lettei-  had  been 
concealed,  and,  quickly  thrusting  in  his 
]]and,  he  drew  the  letter  out.  He 
tucked  them  back  into  his  pocket,  then 
glared  upon  his  superior  officer. 

“  I  could'  kill  Vbii  he  hissed.  ‘‘  If  I 
only  dared  to  do  it!” 

His  fingers  sou^t  the  pistol  a»t  ius  - 
hips,  bu  t  he  thrust  it  Wck  .  ■ 

“Nob ho!”  nerrously.  ‘'I  should  be 
discovered,” 

He- looked  again  at  the  captain.' 

,  ve  got  to  cut  out  of  this,”  reach¬ 
ing  out  a  hand  as  if  to  turn  down  the 
lamp.  ' 

But  a  thought,  stayed  the- hand,  and 
he  wniked'  tow-ards  the  door.  The  sur-  ' 
geon  was  returning,  and  mef  him  there.  ' 


^‘Captain  Marchmont  has  fallen  in  ^ 
faint,”  said  “Crosscut  with  ah  excite^ 
ment  that  s^aemed  very  natural.  ^  “  He 
heard  the  racket  and  taied  to  «it  up, 
I  think,  and  tumbledi  off  the  cot.  I  tided.' 
to  lift  him  back,  but  he’s  pretty  heavy, 
and  so  I  was  going  aftar  you.  I’m  g^d 
you’re  hOTe.” 

The  surgeon  gay©  a -quick  and  anxious 
look  tow^ards  the  fallen  captain. 

“I’ll  send  iomeone  to  help  you!” 
suggested  Crosscut,  who  was  anxidusj  to 
get  away^  from  there.  “How’s  the 
ohasi©  getting  on  ?  ” 

He  did  not,  however,  delay  to  hear 
any  reply^  but  ran  out  of  the  tent, 
calling  to  some  of  the  soldiers  to  go  to 
tho  simgeon’s  aid.  To  others  ho 
peatodi  the  question  as  to  how  the  pur¬ 
suit  was  progressing,  and  laarn.od’' that 
KO  far  the  fugitives  had  nob  been  over- 
h  aided. 

”I’ll  have  to  take  cliarge  of  that,  I 
’*  ho  declarcHl,  and  gave  orders 
for  hm  horse  and  for  a  d'etaohment  of 
four  men. 

And  when  they  came  he  put  himself 
at  their  head  ondi  arod'e  out  of  the  camp. 

CHAPTER  8. 

Biuecoat^  Against  Firebrands^ 

Cbosscut  and  his  men  had  hardly 
gone  .a  mil©  when  they  enoounteried 
some  troopers  returning,  of  whom  they 
'inad©  rapid  inquiries.  Nothing  had 
been  seen  of  the  fugitives.  Th©  night, 
was  top  dark  for  trailing. 

Tliig  meeting  with  the  tiNDopers  suited 
Crosscut’s  plans  well.  There  were 
other  troopers  stiU  out,  and  he  ordered, 
those  who  had  ridden  with  him  from 
the  camp  to  retuin  to  it,  saying  he 
wouI*d!  go  on  alone.  Then,  as  soon  as 
they  had- departed,  and  h©  felt  free  to 
ioflow  his  own  devices,  he  changed  his 
course  and  rode  in  the  direction  of  wdiat 
he  knw  to  be  the  ©rioampment,  for 
that  night,  of  the  Rough  Riders.  He 
did  not  doubt  that  Brace  Benson  was 
hastening  forw^ard  with  the  Rougii 
Ridjera  at 'that  moraent.  And,  as  he 
rode  along,  a  plan  that  had  dimly  com© 
to  him  took  definite  shape  in  his  mind. 

A  trampling  of.  hoofs  of  ponies  and. 
horses  suddenly  caused  him  to  draw  rein 
Q^ncl  * 
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^^-Ah,--here  -they  'are!” . - -- 

With  this  exclania/tion  ho  reined  in 
his  liorso  beside  a  rock  and  waited  until 
Colino\s  Firebrands,  were  close  enough 
to  be  identified.  When  sure  he  was 
not  mistaken  he  made  his  presence 
known,  and  rode  out  to  intercept  them. 

“I  came  out  to  hiiiTV  ycu  up,  "  he 
explained  glibly.  ‘‘The  night  isn^t 
going  to  hold  much  longer,  you  know. 
You've  got  to  get  a  move  on." 

“Wo  have  come  as  fast  as  we  could,” 
Benson  growled.  “Seems  to  me  you're 
a  little  reckless,  ridin^  out  to  meet  us 
this  \yay,  and  running  such  a  big  chance 
of  missing  us.  ” 

He  was  evidently  very  displeased  and 
somewhat  suspicious.  He  knew  Cross¬ 
cut  well  enough  to  cause  him  to  fear 
a  double  deal. 

Crosscut's  plan  was  fully  formed.  He 
mOant  to  keep  quiet  'aboiit  the  escape 
of  the  prisoners,  and  have  the  Rough 
Eiders  make  a  dash  on  the  camp  just 
as  if  Buffalo  Billy  and  Bob  Roundtree 
were  still  there.  And  under  cover  of 
this  charge  of  Colino’s  band  lie  meant 
to  push  his  way  into  the  camp  and  kill 
Captain  Marchmont.  He  reasoned  that 
if  he  found  the  captain  still  unconscious 
he  might  by  a  pistol-shot  keep  his  lips 
still  sealed,  so  that  the  secret  which 
Marchniont  had  become  so  unfortu- 
r.ateiy  possessed  of  would  still  be  safe. 

“An  hour  and  a  half  till  daylight,” 
ho  said,  looking  at  bis  watch  by  the 
feeble  light  of  a  match,  “Take  the 
straightest  course,  Benson,  and  ride 

hard." 

Benson  was  guiding  the  party,  and 
Lieutenant  Crosscut  dropped  into  the 
ranks  by  the  side  of  Colino,  wno  vMq 

near  the  head. 

“Everything  is  all  right,  is  itr*' 
Colino  questioned.  “I  reckon  you  know 
just  where  that  tent  is?” 

“You  bet!’'  Crosscut  asiserted,  his 
mind  on  the  captain's  tent.  ^  “  TU  jool; 
after  that,  Benson  and  I.  I'cii  feliov* 
do  the  veiling  and  the  shooting,  and 
ITl  see  that  each  of  the  prisoners  gets 
a  biiilet  tliTough  his  head  before  the 
thing  is  over!" 

Hardly  a  mile  had  been  passed  over 
when,  in  galloping  through  a  rocky 
pass,  intent  only  on  hurrying  forward 
and '  never  dreaming  of  danger,  they 


were  astonished  when  adieavyi  fire  broke 
forth.  It  was  well  aimed,  and  centred 
*  dll  the  ■'Rough  ' Rid Girs.  ’  Colino's  Fire^ 
brands  had  ridden  into  ambush,  ai\ci, 
before  they  knew  what  had  happened, 
half  cf  their  saddles/  were  emptied, 
and  still  the  troopers  rapidly  reloaded 
and  fired  their  rifles. 

The  troopers  were  those  who  liad  set 
out  to  search  for  Buffalo  Silly  and  Bob 
Roundtree.  They  had  become  aware 
of  the  approach  of  Colino’s  men  and  of 
their  character,  and  had  used  the 
rocky  pass  as  a  death-trap  for  the  out¬ 
laws. 

Juan  Colino  sought  to  rally  his  men 
to  a  succeSvSfnl  resistance.  He  drew  Ins 
pistol  and  yelled  : 

"Charge  them!  At  'em!” 

Lieutenant  Crosscut  imitated  Colino's 
example,  and  strove  to  inspire  the 
Rough  Riders  with  courage. 

“At  them!"  cried  Colino  again  and 
again,  firing  his  revolver  as  fast  as  he 
could  work  it.  “Give  it  to  the  dogs!" 

But,  even  as  he  thus  cried,  a  rifle  ball 
passed  through  his  body,  .and  he  fell 
from  his  horse,  which  galloped  wddly 
away. 

The  Firebrands  were  worsted  and 
panic-stricken.  Brace  Benson,  too,  was 
killed.  The  survivors  thought  only  of 
escape. 

Crosscut  wheeled  his  horse  and  rode 
towards  the  other  entrance  of  the  pass, 
and,  uninjured,  galloped  out  on  to  the 
plain.  Half  a  dozen  of  the  Firebrands 
rode  at  his  heels,  as  willing  to  follow 
him  in  flight  as  in  victory. 

Once  beyond  reach  of  the  deadly, 
belching  rifles,  Crosscut  drew  rein  and 
tried  to  imbue  his  men  with  some  of 
ills  courage.  They  were  too  much 
shared  for  immediatie  service,  though  he 
was  still  filling  his  busy  brain  with 
schemes. 

"  We^ro  alive,  men,  and  still  have  our 
liberty!  Let  us  be  thankful  for  that! 
But  weTl  not  be  alive  or  have  liberty 
long  unless  wo  carry  out,  to  some  ex¬ 
tent,  the  thing  we  set  out  to  do." 

“And  be  killed,  the  rest  of  usf 
was  growled  into  his  ears. 

“Hear  me  first,  before  condemning 
what  I've  got  to  say.  We  must  kill 
those  detectives,  or  weTl  be  driven  out 
of  tile  country!  Now  is  our  time. 
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Tbey^re  held  in  that  t-ent.  Wedl  never 
have  siicli  an  opportunity!  And’’— 
he  bent  forward  as  if  he  feared  the 
Very  winds  niight  take  cognizance  of 
what  he  said' — ‘'let  us  put  Captain 
ilai'chuiont  out  of  the  way,  too  !  If  he 
is  dead,  I’m  first  in  command  of  the 
troopers;  and  you  bet  if  I  hare  charge 
of  them  there  will  be  no  danger  of  any 
of  you  boys  being  taken.” 

Crosscut  was  feverishly  in  earnest, 
and  his  whispered  v/ords  trembled  on 
his  lips. 

Will  3’ou  follow  nio  ?”  he  questioned 
eagerly.  “We’ve  got  to  go  somewhere! 
Let’s  make  a  bold  stroke  1  ” 

“I  s’pose  Colino’s  dead?”  was  ques¬ 
tioned. 

“No  doubt !  But  Id.l  be  your  leader! 
I’ll  take  the  place  of  Juan  Coiino.  And 
you  know,  boys,  that  you  can  trust 
me !  ” 

His  word's  had  the  effect  intended. 
The  Firebrandis  knew  not  which  way  to 
turn  now,  since  that  disaster  resulting 
in  the  death  of  Colino  and  so  many  of 
their  comrades'.  They  needed  a  leader^ 
and  when  a  leader  rose  in  the  person  of 
Lieutenant  Crosscut  they , gave  him  their 
allegiance. 

Tnere  was  probably  a  feeling  of  re¬ 
venge  as  much  as  anything  else  in 
Crosscut’s  heart  when  he  placed  him¬ 
self  at  the  head  of  the  decimated  band 
of  Firebrands  and  swooped  towards  the 
camp  of  the  troopers. 

Daylight  was  almost  at  hand.  In  a 
little  hollow  not  far  from '  the  camp, 
which  ho  and  his  men  managed  to  re¬ 
gain  without  creating  any  alarm,  he 
placed  his  men  in  order  and  gave  them 
the^r  final  instructions.  They  were  to 
make  a  desperate  charge,  screaming  and 
liowling  like  wild  Indians,  in  the  midst 
of  which  he  wats  to  ride  to  the  captain’s 
tent  and  finish  the  work  which  he  had 
)>efore  attempted. 

The  charge  of  the  Rough  Riders  was 
as  startling  and  as  sudden  as  the 
descent  of  a.  thunderbolt.  The  soldiers, 
though  quite  unprepared  for  it,  yet  met 
it  gallantly. 

The  troopers  who  had  encountered 
the  Firebrands,  and  had  kiUed  Colino 
and  Benson,  had  not  yet  returned,  .so 
that  the  force  pitted  against  the  smalii 
band  of  Rough  Riders  was  not  great. 


However,  it  waa  able  to  stem  the 
charge.  Three  more  of  the  h'irebrancis 
fell,  their  horses  darting  away,  and 
Lieutenant  Crosscut,  who  had  not  found 
it  possible  to  reach  the  captain’s  tent, 
sheered  his  horse  sidewise  and  sought  to 
make  his  escape.  The  ones  that  arose 
’told  him  he  'had  been  seen  and  recog¬ 
nised,  and  his  infamy  had  been  made 
apparent  to  everyone. 

As  the  iscoundrel  rode  like  mad  to¬ 
wards  the  entrance  of  the  valley  he 
swept  by  the  tent  ccciipied  by  Lizzie 
Benson,  and,  seeing  her  dart  out  of  it 
ill  rnudi  excitement,  he  guided  bis  horse 
close  to  her.  Then  be  reaiched  over 
and,  grasping  her  by  the  waist,  lifted 
■her  against  the  horse’s  side  and  held 
her  thus  as  be  galloped  out  of  tbe  camp- 
He  beard  tbe  rattle  of  hoofs  behind 
him  andi  glanced  anxiously  back.  In¬ 
stead  of  a  pursuing  trooper,  .he  saw  a 
riderless  horse — one  of  the  horses  which 
■had  been  ridden  by  a  Firebrand,  who 
was  now  dead.  He  drew  the  girl  up 
to  the  saddle  and  held  Irer  there,  and 
then  stretched  out  his  other  hand  and 
caught  the  bridle  of  the  riderless  horse 

Crosscut  was  tbree  or  four  hundred 
yards  from  the  camp  at  this  time.  The 
■troopers  had  not  yet  .rallied  for  pursuit, 
and,  knowing  he  could  not  go  on  in  that 
way,  he  stopped  the  horses  and'  let  the 
girl  drop  to  the  ground,  where  she  fell 
in  a  dead  faint.  He  stood  for  a 
moment  looking  down  at  bei.”,  having 
leaped  out  of  the  saddle,  and  a  .shade 
of  perplexity  and  annoyance  passed 

over  his  face. 

Lizzie  Benson  suddenly  recovered  con¬ 
sciousness  and  leaped  to  her  teet,  where 
she  stood,  reeling  and-staring  at  him. 

“I  had  to  bring  you  to  save  your 
life!”  he  decla.red,  quickly  stepping  to¬ 
wards  her.  “There’s  been  an  awful 
fight  at  the  camp.  •  The  soldiers  are 
nearly  all  killed,  I  believe.  And  we 
must" be  going,  or  we’ll  be  in  the  same 
fix.  ” 

She  looked  at  him  doubtiiigly,  then 
glanced  towards)  the  camp. 

“I’d  rather  go  back  there.  Is  Cap¬ 
tain  Marchment  dead.?” 

“Yes,  the  captain’s  dead.  \ou  can’t 
go  back  there.  I  shan’t  let  yon  ,  tov  I 
know  it  would  be  yowr  death.  YouTi. 
have  to  ride  that  horse!” 
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Ohj  I  don’t  want  to  go!” 

Souiid5  of  QO-mmotion,  which  in- 
t^proted  as  an.  indication  of  pnTsiut, 
cam©  now  <iistinctly, 

I  can’t  let  yoiii  have  your  own  choice 
in  the  matt-cir!  ”  he  declared, 

'  Then^  witho-'^t  moxe  ado,  he  lifted 
her  to  the  back  of  the  extra  hor^e,  and, 
mounting  hhii  own,  he  held'  tlie  girl  in 
position  and  rode  slowly  along  at  her 
hide.  She  waa  a  dead  -weight  for  a  few 
moments,  and  he  was  beginning  to 
think  it  would  be  the  x>art  of  wisdom  to 
•abandon  her,  when  she  recovered  suffi¬ 
ciently  to  eling  to  the  saddie  and  relieve 
him  somewhat,  and  this  enabled  them 
to  make  more  rapid  progress. 

That’s  right !  ’ ’  he  said.  Hold'  fast 
and  I’ll  get  you  away  from  those 
people.  ” 

Lizsie  clutched  at  the  saddle  jas  if  she 
hardly  knew  ivhat  she  was  doing,  and 
the  horses  sprang  down  the  valley. 

There  wasi  no  organised  pursuit,  sieem- 
ingly,  and  in  a  little  while  Lieutenant 
Crosscut  had  no  more  fears  on  that 
score,  and  began  to  consider  what  be 
.should  do.  Up  to  this!  moment  he  bad 
acted  almost  wholly  on  impulse,  and  Ire 
now  began  to  feel  that  he  must  reason 
out  a  course  and  be  guided  by  it.  It 
required  very  little  reflection  to  show 
him  that  bis  standing  ivith  the  troopers 
was  gone.  They  knew  him  now  for 
what  he  was.  " 

^Vha.t  should  he  do?  The  Firebrands 
were  killed  or  dispersed.  He  was  a 
l^eader  without  a  follower — literally  a 
fugitive.  And!  thisi  girl?  He  knew 
that  Captain  Marchmont  was  now  ac¬ 
quainted  with  the  facts  concerning  her. 

From  these  reflections  the  outlaw 
lieutenant  was  recalled  by  Lizzie  Ben¬ 
son,  who  pulled  heavily  on  the  bridle 
vein 'and  announced,  with  fierce  and 
unexpected  vehemence,  that  she  would 
gQ^no  further. 

“You  must  take  me  back  to  the 
camp!”  jianted.  ‘‘If  you  don’t,  I 
shall  go  myself.” 

I  can’t  let  you  do  so  foolish  a 
he  protested. 

She  looked  lum  full  in  the  face  and 
read  the  duplicity  there  written.  Her 
real's  grew,  likewise  her  desperaticn ; 
arid  Tvuth  a  cry  of  terror  she  threw  her¬ 
self  recklessly  from  the  saddle, ' 


LIFTING  THE 
AMERICA  GUP 


is  the  title  of  one  of  the 
exciting  numbers  of  the 

DIAMOND 

LIBRARY 

PUBLISHED  THIS  Price 
MONTH. 

The  other  nnnlber  is  a  splendid 
story  of  DIXON  BEETT, 

»i 

ENTITLED, 

The  great  TURF 
FRAUD. 

EACH  BOOK  IS  A  LONG 
COMPLETE  NOVEL. 


ASK  FOR  DIAMOND  LIBRARY 
Nos.  122  and  123, 


If  you  laave  any  difficulty  in  ob¬ 
taining  them,  please  drop  a  line 
to  the  Publisher,  sending  3d.  in 
stamps  for  each  number  you  require 
to  be  sent  post  free. 


THE  GOODSHIP  HOUSE 

(AWine  Publishing  Co,,  Ltd.), 

Crown  Court,  Chancery  Lane,  W.C.2. 


52 


♦ 


TS:E.IEXAS 

secure  his  armsland  le^s  in  the  folds  of 
the  riata.  ^  ' 

No  sooner  liad  the  lioutouaiib  Leon 
thus  sccuTed  tha-ii  huuiaTi  foruis  dark- 
rued  iho  eiibraueOj^aud  two  of  tlio  Firc- 
Itra lids,  who  had  escaped  fmm  the  hglib 
wirh  ttie  troopers^  came  liurrymg  an. 
They  halted,  and  then,  taking  in  tho 
^situation,  ran  forward,  fingering  their 
revolvers* 


Buffalo  Biliy  pub  Lizzie  Benson^  be¬ 
hind  him  aiul  snatched  oub  the  little 
3*evO']vya\ 

'^Runr’  he  whispered,  “liun,  while 
I  hold  them  off.”  » 


( i 


DonH>  let-  them  get  away!”  Crosscut 
screamed  as  he  saw  the  gu'l  hurry  io- 
-  wards  the  other  cntrauce. ' 


Buffalo  Billy  backed  away  from  him, 
and'  from  the  Firebrands,  vho  w^ere 
coming  on,  keeping  his  body  interposed 
between  the^-'O  enemicvS  n-nd  the  retreat- 
ing  girl*  Then,  taking  advanta.ge  of  a 
spur  of  rock,  h©  darted  behind  it  and 
ran  after  Lizzie  Bens  on  as  fast  as^  his 
legs  wTjuldi  cariy  him*  Ho  was  soon 
brought  to  a  halt  by  a  voice  that  cried : 

^^Ho,  there!  I  once  know'ed  a  feller 


FZRERBAJSnS.  ■ 

small  remnant  of  Firebrands.  Only,  at 
few  nioniont^  before  meeting  them  he 
iiad  road  tho  luessago  left  for  him  by 
Buffalo  BiLly  in  tho  cleft  stick,  and  had 
set  out  to  foliow*^  Then  he  had  offered 
his  services  as  guide  to  the  troopers,  aud 
had  Jed  tliem  swiftly  along  the  plain 
trail  which  his  youthful  pai’d  had  left. 
.From  theso  troopers  Roundtree  had 
learned  of  tho  remarkable  occurrences 
Ivnowu  to  the  reader,  for  Captain 
Marclimont  had  quite  Tcr^ovcred  from 
the  effects  of  tho  cowardKy  blow  dcaR 
'liiui  by  Lieu  tenant  Crosiscut  and  bad 
made  ‘piiblio  tho  latter’s  treusonablo 
'  perfidy  and  dastardly  course  of  action. 

Cro^mt  and'  the  two  Firebrand^  were 
attocked  in  the  rock  tunnel.  They 
made  a  fight  there,  and  one  ^  them 
^Teil,  whoii  Crosscut  and  the  other  snr- 
reiidcired, 

•  *  <&  ♦  •  ^  ^ 

It  wa-5  cifer^overcd  afterwards  tlnit 
border  bandits,  who  had  no  'connection 
with  the  Texas  Firebrands,  had  burned 
Brace  Benson^s  house,  and  that  they 
did  it  to  gain  possession  of  tho  money 
which  they  had  s'omehow  found  out  was- 
there. 


By  tho  groat  stono  nC'S'0  of  my 
grand-dad!”  Billy  exclaimed  as  he 
lieard  the  words  and  saw  Bob  Round- 
tree  standing  before  him. 

Lizzie  -  Beiisou  had  at  once  fled  to 
Jtoundtree’s  side  for  safety. 

‘‘Take  that  there  liosa  and  git  away 
t'rum  hyar  with  this  bit  of  calico,  will 
ye!”  Roundtree  urged,  moving  towards 
the  eutiWce.  '‘IMl'  look  aftei^^  them 
chaps  in  there.  Crosscut  can’t  gJt 
away,  for  thea:e*s  a  passel  o’  soldiers 
riaiit  over  the  bluff.  ” 


»  *  * 

The  meeti]3g  between  Marclimont  and 
his  daughter,  so  long  sepaxated,  wav'? 
very  touching*  In  the  gallaut  captain 
Bessie  found  a  father  of  whom  she  could 
be  i  list!  V  proud). 

■  As  for  Buffalo  Billy  and  Bob  Round- 
tree,  they  w€C0  thanked  and  liberahy 
rew’arded  bv  the  authorities  for  the  des¬ 
truction  of^tho  band  of  Rough  Riders, 
and  for  running  down  and  bringing  to 
merited  punishment  that  most  detest¬ 
able  of  scoundrels,  Lieutenant  Crosscut. 


He  put  his  fingers  to  his^  lips  and  blew 
•a  shrill  blast,  that  had  evidently  been 
previously  agreed  on  as  a  signal,  and 
Hilly  heard  the  low  commands  of  some 
chieer  aud  the  trampling  of  horses’  feet. 

Slide  I”  begged  Roundtree.  “We’ve 
got  the  chaps  corralled  that’s  in  there. 
You  look  out  for  tho  girl,  an’  wc’il 
1 . j  0  k  o  u  t  f  er  t h  cm !  ” 

The  young  scout  Avas  already  obeying 
his  orders,  exceedingly  thankful  that 
-Roundtree  had  arrived  with  a  body  of 
troopers  at  so  opportune  a.  time. 

Rio  Grande  Rob  had  fallen  in  with 
the  troopers  who  were 


the  end. 
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